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Forbidden Fruit 


Author's Notes: 
Helloo, this is my first story and | hope you guys like it! :) If | make any mistakes (grammatical or spelling 
mistakes) feel free to correct me because | am not a native speaker. I'm also not sure if | should continue the 


story or leave it like this. 


(2020 me here! | find this to be really cringey. read it if you want to, but.. well) 


The classroom is flooded with pale light and | watch 28 students hastily writing down facts about the the 
roman history. Only the rustling of paper and the scratching of pens is to hear and adds heat to the already 


tempered atmosphere. 


There he is again. In the last row, his head on the desk and his eyes looking out of the window. His mind seems 


to be in another world and he doesn't even seem to notice what is going on around him. 


He is beautiful, truly beautiful and mind-blowing. 


According to science, you can't fall in love with somebody you barely know. 


According to psychologists, after 4 months of falling for somebody your hidden feelings are in fact true and 


certain. 


According to poets, people always fall in love with something or somebody they can't have. And people love the 
forbidden fruit. 


Oh, | fell in love. And | hit the ground hard. It was just a glance he shot me. A quick glance from his deep 
thoughttul eyes. It felt like | was hit by a lightning and pulverized into a million tiny pieces floating in the air 
just to suddenly intensify and form a new creature, a new adaption of Professor James Hetfield. It felt like the 


Big Bang. And | still can't breathe when | think of him. 

At first denied what | suddenly felt. But there was that heat in my stomach and that nervous flatter in my 
chest every time he looked at me. Then | thought about how wrong and sick this was. | was so stupid to fall 
for a student | didn't even personally know. 


| can't, | simply can't. I's forbidden and it's wrong. 


But, my dear friend, what if | can't suppress how the hot feeling rushes through my veins and defrosts the 
big beating cluster of broken dreams and dusty memories that sticks in my chest? 


What if every time l'm alone | feel dead inside? Like | completely gave my soul to him and already died long ago. 


"Sinful and forbidden pleasures are like forbidden fruit; they may satisfy appetite for the moment, but there is 
death in them at the end." 


From time to time | read that quote, just to remind myself that nothing lasts forever. 


And no matter how much | tried, | couldn't run away from the dazzling urge that devours me every goddamn 


day. My longing for him hasn't stopped. Not for one goddamn day. 
| sigh and rub my eyes. Even asleep | can't hide from him. He haunts my dreams and | can only numbly stare 
at the ceiling until my eyes are burning with the will to finally close and find some rest, but | can't overcome 


myself to sleep. 


"Jason | hope you have a good reason for staring out of the window instead of writing your exam", | sharply 


say. 


He lifts his head a little and looks at me with a cheeky gleam in his eyes. | don't know why, but the way he 


looks at me makes me somehow angry. 


"I've already finished. Can | give it to you?" 


He sounds unfazed by the coldness in my voice. | wordlessly get up and take the paper from his hands. Now 
l'm interested. Back at the desk | quickly check the snappy written answers. Then | see something at the lower 
sheet that makes me silently gasp for oxygen 


My heart skips a beat only to suddenly start beating very fast. | try to seem wearily, uninterested but l'm 


not sure if | appear as calm as before. 

At the bottom of the test paper, scribbled into a correr, is a note. 

"Aren't you also sick of this little hide-and-seek we've been playing?" 

| gape at the sentence, trying to process what is written there. Is he..? Does he..? No, this can't be. This is 
either a dream or a sick manipulation game. | look back to him, he is looking at me. Innocently, with those 


melancholic eyes who burn holes into my skin. 


| swallow. Close my eyes for a second. Override the familiar feeling in my stomach. | quickly straighten my 


shoulders and look at the clock. Shit, the students should have already handed in the test papers. 
"Time's up", | hear myself say. 
General groaning of desperate students and louder rustling of test papers as they get collected by me. 


They all slowly pack their stuff and murmur "Goodbyes" while hectically comparing their answers. | swallow 


again and pray that my voice won't break now. 

"Jason, would you stay for a moment?" 

He turns his head, the chestnut curls falling over his shoulders. | almost moan. Fuck 
"Sure" 


He heads over to the table and lightly leans his narrow hips against the edge of the desk. | try to appear as 
icily as possible and shove the paper over the tabletop. 


“What's this?" 
He looks at it for a while. 
"That's a piece of paper", he states, matter-of-factly. 


| narrow my eyes. 


"You know exactly what | mean" 

He now cocks his head, eyeing me with this mesmerizing gaze. 

"Do you really think that | didn't notice how much you want me?" 

| breathe in sharply. 

"| don't know what you're talking about", | finally say after a long moment of silence where only some muffled 
sounds from voices and the loud slamming of doors was to hear. The silence that follows after is burdensome 
and | can almost hear my own heart beating. Jason lightly smiles. 

"Yes, you do." 

| tightly grip the edges of the desk until my knuckles are white. | can't do anything but stare at them. He 
slowly circles the table, aware that | am not long before breaking out. The dam that keeps all my desires in 
place and order is starting to get weak. One move and everything will violently flow out like a wild river. 

A warm handy touches the back of mine, stroking it softly. His breath is a little unsteady and he doesn't look 
at me. The touch sends tiny sparks of electricity through my body. Don't let go. Don't let go. Don't let go. | 
can't. This is forbidden. This is wrong. 

In sudden fear | pull away my hand and take a few sloppy steps back. 

"Stop it", | whisper in shock. "Stop it." 


"James", he calmly says. "James, please. | know how wrong this must feel for you. But..but | want you too." 


| don't move. Every single muscle of my body is tense to break. Just my heart feels like it's going to burst my 
ribcage into little splinters. 


He takes a few unsure steps until he is in front of me, again Then he raises his hand and touches my 


collarbone. 
| shudder. He leans forward until | feel his breath creep over my skin 
"Touch me", he says in a low voice. 


The sentence echoes in my head. | let out a shaky sigh and bring up my hand to caress his cheek with my 


fingertips. He leans in and connects his lips with mine. 


And every barrier, every dam, breaks. | let out a choked sound and urgently grab his hair to bring him closer 


to my body. 


The kiss is desperate, covetous and | fully give in to the wonderful sensation of his lips against mine. Oh god. 
This is really happening. The kiss that I've been dreaming of for months finally came true. 


My brain disbanded and is now floating in space, ready to come down soon, make me feel guilty and tell me how 
much of a sinner | am. | don't care. Now, Jason is here with me, pressed against my body and willing to 


completely be mine. 


Our lips part after what seemed like an eternity and | just look at him. | look at him and a sudden feeling of 
relief washes over me. | bury my face in his hair and take a few deep breaths. 


Feel me now, hold me please. 


lm alive. 


Eye-Sparkling Wide Smile 


Author's Notes: 
Thank you for your comments and have fun! :) 


When | wake up in the morning, | have that weird feeling in my chest. The feeling I'm carrying around for three 
days now. Somehow | feel like the tight rope of hesitating is no longer there but at the same time | feel the 
burden of the secret | carry around with me. And its an even bigger secret than before. He's eighteen, he told 
me, so | have nothing to worry about. Nothing to worry about? | almost laughed at that statement. If this 
single kiss would ever come out, I'd lose my job and end up in jail, and when I'd be out of jail | would never ever 


get a job as a teacher again. Marvelous. 


It is this situation that is virtually tearing me apart. | am stuck between my emotions and my normal common 
sense. And of course Jason and | know that it won't be just that kiss and nothing more. There is something 
else coming. Something | don't even want to think about. This reminds me about a song | listened to recently. 


"This will never end ‘cause | want more. More, give me more, give me more." 


| get out of the warm bed and groan at the loss of the comfortable warmth. | stretch and yawn. One of the 
disadvantages of being a teacher: You have to get up really early. | quickly shower, get dressed and check my 
timetable while sipping on a cup of hot coffee. 


The divergence three days ago has been weird and awkward. No one really knew what to say and so we both 
left in silence. But | still have my head in the clouds due to that incredible kiss we shared. And it is a weird 
feeling, a weird bittersweet taste. A taste that is simultaneously addicting and dangerous. | smile when | think 
of him. It is that sort of eye-sparkling wide smile. 


In my car | loudly blast my favorite rock station and my nervousness starts to grow. A new history lesson. He 


will be there. And | will see him. Let's just hope that | will be able to act neutral. 


| enter the crowded school and immediately get greeted by Dora Winters, a french teacher. She has got brown, 


long hair, freckles and dark eyes. Not a bad mix until you hear her squeaky, annoying voice. 

"James! What a pleasure to see you here. How are you? How were the exams? Did they go well?" 

| force a smile. It's not an eye-sparkling wide smile. 

‘lm good, thanks. And they went pretty good, | suppose. | only had the chance to have a look on them once." 


That is not true, I've already finished correcting, but if | would tell her that, | would have to talk about the 


results. 


She smiles a fake sweet smile and | roll my eyes internally. She is pretty, | have to admit, but | can't stand 
her. Her pink lipgloss always stains her teeth and she is one of those teachers that always get over-excited 
about everything and treat students like toddlers, speaking to them in a high-pitched voice and always whining 
about her “naughty kids". 


Oh, and she's been trying to hit on me for the past few months, unsuccessfully. Her attempts to go out with 
me always got turned down, politely but definite. | suppress a bothered sigh as we go through the hallway and 


she starts complaining about her work. 


The school is modern, bright and lively. Many students from abroad come here to finish school in america or 
just make new experiences. This is why | like this school so much, it's colorful, it's pulsating with energy and 


its varied. | stop at the classroom | will now teach. Finally. 


"IIl talk to you later then, see you", | interrupt Dora Winter absently, not even knowing what she was talking 
about now. 


She makes a puzzled face and | turn around to leave her with an amused grin Those young, inexperienced 


teachers always feel so offended when you interrupt them. 
| walk into the classroom and slam the door shut to make my presence clear, the students fall silent instantly. 


Its not that students hate me, they just respect me. | may seem strict and humorless at first, but | can be 
really nice if | want to. In the last row | can see Jason, but | don't dare to look at him longer than a second. 


My stupid heart speeds up immediately. 


"Good Morning everyone, | hope you all slept well", | say, leaning against my desk and let my gaze wander over 


the many faces that look at me partly tired and partly interested. 
| take out the exams | corrected yesterday and start handing them out. 


"You all did pretty good, there are no E's, but a few D's." | shoot a dark haired girl a playfully strict glance 
and she blushes and takes the test paper. ".but in general you all did very well", | say and | return to my desk 
and lean against it again. 


"You can have a look at it for 5 minutes and if there are any questions, feel free to ask me." 


The silents classroom turns louder within a second. In the meantime | prepare the topics for today and sit 
down at the desk The students look at their exams and some discuss them while others just spend their time 


to chat with others. | like the joyful atmosphere in classrooms, and how teenagers communicate. 


| rest my elbows on the table. After a some time | allow myself to look at Jason for a little while. He holds the 
exam in one hand and talks to a black-haired student. | love the way he gestures and how his eyes glow when 
he is excited or passionate. 


This whole situation seems so fucked up, so surreal. To have the person | desire the most sitting right across 


the room and not being allowed to touch him. 


| check the clock on the wall, stand up and say: "Please let your parents sign the exam and give is to me as 


soon as possible." 
Heads turn to look at me. | start making my way through the class. 


"Today: Migration Period and how it changed today's society standards." 


| simply can't pay attention to the Migration Period while the most handsome human alive is completely 
capturing my attention. Professor Hetfield. James Hetfield. James. | love how the name rolls off the tongue, 


smoothly, like a sweet declaration of love. 


| can only watch him while he is calmly talking about history. He can teach this subject like no one else, so for 
some reason the way he tells us these stories and events makes everyone listen. Even the completely 
uninterested students suddenly get caught by his thrilling way to talk about history. And because of this the 


classroom is deadly silent. 


His voice. Deep, raspy and melodic. | just have to imagine him whispering sweet nothings into my ear and my 


jeans immediately get tight and uncomfortable. 


His body. Flexible muscles and long legs. | could imagine him pinning me on the bed and holding me tight while his 


smooth, warm skin is pressing against mine. 


His eyes. A dark blue with brighter sparkles and an almost black circle around the iris. They get darker when 


he is angry, or passionate. 
| smile as | look at him. He doesn't pay attention to me, but | hope that he thinks of me. Just like | do. 


For a long time | have just been to afraid to show him how attracted | am to him. And it took a whole 
plantation of weed to get the nerves to finally talk to him. Yes, | am a coward. l'm not even embarrassed to 
admit it anymore. Anyway, | wanted to show him how much | like him. Not only in a physical way, also in an 
emotional one. Something tells me that he is very fragile under his thick skin And | want to get to know that 
side of him. | long to get to know that side. 


| again look at the address scribbled under my note. And the question mark behind it. | am still unsure if | 
should show up or not. I'm very interested in him, yes, but | don't know if | should actually enter his home, his 


privacy. But it looks like he wants me to come. | sigh and decide. | could never deny him something. 


The rest of the day passes in a blur. | just want the lessons to end and finally meet James again. What does 
he want from me?, | wonder as the bell rings and | am finally released from the nuthouse called math. Our 
teacher shoots me an evil look and | only grin at her. She dislikes me since | set her car on fire. Well, | was 
maybe a little bit pissed off about her and so | put a firecracker in her car. Who knew that this would burn 
the whole car? She accused me of doing it but it isn't proven that it was me. And since then she hated me 


with her heart and soul. Lovely person. 


| quickly gather my stuff together and rush out of the classroom without even saying goodbye to my friends. 
As | leave the building | suddenly get very nervous. 


| close my eyes and take a few deep breaths from the humid, but slightly cold air. A few minutes pass while | 
lean against the wall and watch students leave this dump of a school. | can't wait to get out and finally do what 
| want to do. Like music or art. | love to daydream about the possibilities that life gives us. My parents want 
me to become a lawyer or a politician when I'm older, but that's total rubbish in my eyes. They're both 
business people who are never at home and give me nothing except for clothes, food and a place to sleep. And 


then they're expecting me to become like them. No, thank you. 


After a while | start making my way to the address. Fortunately, | know this city pretty well and roughly know 
where to go. As | make my way through the wide streets of beautiful San Francisco | start thinking again 
About him. He dominates my thoughts. 


It always seemed like there were no rules, no borders. To him. And it always seemed to me that he fights with 
himself, that he stands between the anarchist and the peaceful citizen. A life without rules that is breaking 


the civil world orders neck. 


And because of that he is struggling so hard, trying so bad to be what is expected of him. But he can't, and 
it's ripping his soul apart. And | can't look at people who are fighting themselves, | urgently need to help them, 
to heal them. | often fail. | always do my best, but it is never enough. 


| look at the address again and look at the house in front of me. This should be it. | take a deep breath and 
ring the bell. 


His smile as he opens the door is beautiful and wide with his eyes sparkling and | can't help but smile back at 
him. Just his presence makes me feel it again. How much | lionize him. After months of admiring him from the 
distance | finally get to know him. 

lm glad you came", he says as he lets me in. 

| curiously look around. The flat medium-sized and looks very comfortable. Two sofas are standing in the middle 
of the room with a small TV in front of them, a big patterned carpet is covering the wooden floor and | see 


three bookshelves stuffed with books and magazines. 


A moment of awkward silence. | see him coming up to me and aspirating a soft kiss on my temple. | lean into 


the touch and close my eyes. 
"James?", | ask after a while of just standing there and enjoying each others touch. 
"What is it?", he asks and pulls away, a questioning look in his eyes. 


"l", | lower my my head and look at my shoes. "I would have never expected that you would go along with this. 
That whole thing." | swallow and shift uncomfortably. "I still cant believe that this is really happening." 


He gently grabs my chin and makes me look at him. "Me neither. And because of that, | wanted to talk to you, 
just to get things clear. | care about you." The sentence makes me shiver with nascent emotions and all | want 


right now is to hug him tightly. 


| feel his hand on my back guiding me to the sofa We sit down. Now my heart is beating way to fast. | clear 
my throat. 


‘lm sorry if | talk to much", | start off. | look down, try to arrange the thoughts in my head. "I always wanted 
to discover something new, something incomparable. And | thought | would get that if | turn away from 
everybody. Obviously, that didn't do anything, but | felt like | reached my goal, | got more independent, no one 
could command me, only | could determine myself..and that was a mistake. | banished beloved people for my 
own good. And then, when | tried to get back to normal, they didn't see me anymore. It was all my fault. | can't 
open up to people." 


He takes my hand. 

"And you..on some level you made me feel alive. Even if you didn't do that on purpose", | finish. 

He had looked at me the whole time. "I know that feeling. But this is life. And even though we say that we don't 
need other people, we do’, he simply says. "If you show people that you can't be hurt they won't harm you." 


He lightly squeezes my hand. 


"That may sound egoistic, but who doesn't do that. Being vulnerable is a weakness, they say." He gives me a 


sad smile. | return the smile and for a while we just sit there. But this time, the silence is not awkward. 


We're both outsiders. We both don't really belong here. We both have chaos in our heads. And that chaos 


binds us. 


And now we have each other, and that is enough. 


Tolerance and Resistance 


Author's Notes: 
It took me long to write this, but here you guys are. Have fun! 


"What did you two do all day?", Caroline, my mom, asks. With "you two" she means the imaginary friend that | 
spent the day with. But she doesn't even sound very interested. | resist the urge to sigh and just shrug. The 
room is cold and lifeless. Almost every piece of furniture is white and that gives the room a clinical and 


uncomfortable atmosphere. 

"Not much", | say. "Just hanging out and stuff." 

She nods, her attention back at the newspaper she has in her hands. My dad doesn't look very interested 
either. He is also reading the newspaper. | look at them, both dressed in grey, both staring at the broadsheet 
in their hands. Simultaneously chewing on their food like machines. | frown. Since my self-finding-phase last 
year | always wonder why they even consider themselves to be my parents. They're nothing like me, not at all. 
And | definitely never want to become like them. 


"They want to legalize gay marriage", my father remarks after a while. "How disgusting.’ 


"Unbelievably unnatural", my mom agrees. "They can't even have kids. If kids can be adopted by them in the 
future, | dread the worst." 


"Because of the bad influence the kids will probably get gay too. That's a vicious circle. Fucking Faggots." 


| clench my hand around my fork and stare down at the plate of food. Relax, | say to myself, they don't know 
anything. Calm down. | start chewing on my lip. 


"You don't hope this madness will get real, do you?", | hear. | straighten my shoulders and glance up to them, 
motionless. They both look at me. With those lifted eyebrows, and that look that says "don't you dare 
disappointing me". 


I've never said anything against their opinions, simply because | knew it wouldn't help. The best arguments can't 


change these people. How can two such well-educated people still be so intolerant and ignorant? 
"Which madness?", | calmly ask. 


"The madness of men.marrying other men Or whatever", my father says and makes an indignant face. My 


heart starts pounding against my ribs. 


"What's wrong with that?", | ask again, my voice low and relaxed. But on the inside I'm bursting with red-hot 
rage and hate against those two people. | hate them. | hate them. | hate them. 


"Do you think this is normal? Do you really think that this is acceptable*", my mom asks, shocked. She was 
never before interested in my opinion on such things. Simply because she never was interested in me in 
general. But now she's getting interested, she even lays down the newspaper and peers at me with her cold 


green eyes. My hands are shaking lightly. 


"As long as people don't harm other people, | accept them." | shrug and nervously play with the fork in my 
hands, trying to seem unfazed by their words. 


"But they annoy me. How can you tolerate these gays to fuck every man or woman near them?" 


| poke into the tasteless spaghetti and scratch the fork over the porcelain, staying demonstratively silent. The 


porcelain gives a screeching sound The tension in the room is so thick you could cut it with a knife. 


"Gay people have relationships just as straight people have. What they do in their bedrooms shouldn't bother 
you", | say after a while, my heart beating furiously, my fingers shaking even more. Coward. Fucking coward 


you are, Newsted. 


"But it's unnatural! God didn't create those peoplel”, my father says angrily, staring at me with those lifeless 


holes, his accurately parted hair and his rimless glasses only proving how much of an asshole he is. 


"If your god is so mighty or whatever, then tell me; why didn't he let those people vanish", | ask, giving him a 
smoldering look, holding his gaze. | tried to ask him gently, not furiously. l'm not sure if it worked. 


"You don't know god, you refuse to go to churchl", my mother yells. | wince and instinctively lower my gaze. | 
hear her breathing deeply and picking up her Newspaper again. | sigh heavily and start eating again. It's deadly 
silent now, only the haunting ticking of the clock is to hear. Everything is this house is fake, a facade. They try 
to play the perfect family in their own perfect world. Where the grass is cut with a ruler and the path to the 
door is always swept perfectly. Where life is a whole fake show of people always being happy. Where life isn't 
life, but waste. 


"Go to your room. Now", my father says after I've finished. | clench my fists and get up wordlessly. | hate 
them. | hate them. | hate them. 


As soon as | reach my room, | violently kick my cupboard. Tears of anger and frustration start welling up and | 
frantically tear my hair and start pacing around in my room. If | would really let out all of my thoughts, my 
father would hit me, and my mom would watch. And then they would throw me out. | start biting my knuckle 
and try to gain control over my breath again. | swallow. | have to keep silent, | have to keep control, just like | 


always have. But it gets harder and harder. 


Breathe in, breathe out. Calm down. They don't know it. After you've finished school you can move away. 


Breathe in, breathe out. They will never be proud, and you have to accept that, Newsted You may be a 
coward, but you stand up to your opinion. And you will definitely not change it because of the will of the people 
who brought you up. 


| sink on my bed and put my palms over my eyes. Why do they have so much hate in themselves? Why do 
they hate people that don't quite fit into a norm? 


Mark takes the cup of coffee and lightly blows over the surface to cool it down a little bit. 


"And in this contract he really wrote that?", he asks, his dark brown eyes curiously peeking through the 
strands of black hair. 


"Yes", | answer. "He wrote that if you're gay, you can't be teacher at this school. Or you will be fired if he 
finds out. | would've never expected that because this school is called very open and liberal, but nuh-uh. | 
should just be glad.that I'm not gay. Well, if | were, | would have denied it anyway, but still. He's a fucking 
redneck asshole." 

The cafe we're sitting in is one of those hipster-high-fashioned-environmentally-aware cafes, and | usually only 
walk by when | get my breakfast, but Mark dragged me into it and now here we are, vociferously discussing 


the headteacher of the school where | teach. 


Mark is a quiet guy with black hair, brown eyes and always a smile around his mouth. I've known him since | 


moved here and | fully trust him. Shortly after Jason left, | received his call and went to see him. 
| take a sip from my tea and look out of the big window for a while. 
"And have you ever approached him about that?", | hear his voice and | bitterly grin 


"Of course not. You know these assfaces. One word and you're fired. | have no interest in that, really. And | 


hate him. Biased and intolerant people like him." 
| recognize that it slowly started to dawn. 


| see what you mean’, he agrees and nods. "But how does it affect you if you're not gay?" | almost correct 


him and quickly drown my cup to hide my face. After | put it back on the tiny wooden table, | answer. 


"Of course it doesn't affect me, but | still get furious when | hear people talking like a hardcore christian 


reformer.” 


"And that's why you maybe want to quit?", he asks. | just shrug. "Maybe." 


When | get in the hallway of the house that leads to my flat entrance, | stop at the sight of a dark figure 


sitting before it. | suspiciously eye the person and get closer. 


"Jason", | say, surprised and hug him tightly. | breathe in his pleasant scent and as | let him go, | see the rage 


and pain in his eyes. 

‘lm sorry", he starts apologizing. "At first | really didn't want to come here and I'm also sorry if I'm, bothering 
you right now, but I'm so upset and.l have no one to talk to." He looks at the ground as he he says that. | 
gather the keys out of my coat's pocket and quickly unlock the door to get him in 


We straight go to the sofa we just sat on a few hour ago and | watch him sitting there, drained and 


exhausted, with only a hoodie and sneakers on. 

"What happened?", | ask and take my coat off. To see him so distressed makes my heart clench. 

"My parents", he murmurs, kneading his thenar. "| hate them. | can't bear them anymore." 

| worriedly frown. | know the feeling of that. Seems like he is in the situation that | was in when | was his age. 
"They are racist and homophobic. And they're simply not interested in me as long as | write good grades and 
don't become riotous. And | am too gutless to tell them how much | dislike their so-called opinions." He sighs 
and buries his face in his hands. 

"Just because you don't want to put up with their shit doesn't make you gutless." | start to reassuringly 
stroke his back. "I did the same thing. My parents were strict christian scientists and well. also didn't really 
agree with their opinions and religion. And because | didn't want to have any more bruises, | just stopped 
arguing. Although | was very much in the mood for that." 


"| guess provoking people was your favorite thing to do back then", | hear him mumbling. 


| chuckle. "Maybe. But really, if you need to let you anger out, just talk to me instead of just coming into 
conflict with them. They're not worth your energy." 


He gets up to me and leans against my shoulder, rubbing his cheek on my neck like a cat in need of affection. 
"Thank you. For setting everything straight and that stuff", he sighs, now sounding relieved. He turns to look at 
me with those deep eyes one can drown in | get the sudden urge to kiss him, hard, press him down on the 


sofa and grind my hips against his like a lovesick teenager would do. 


He gets closer, still eyeing me and his soft lips touch mine. | close my eyes and respond to the light touch of 


lips. It is an innocent kiss, the sort of kiss that we shared before, but now he seems to want more. His hands 


come to rest in my neck and he roughly pulls me closer, suddenly intensifying the kiss and pressing his smooth 
body against mine. A shudder of desire floats through my body as | give in and | start to wildly kiss him back, 


grabbing his curls to get him even closer. 


| feel his moist tongue silently asking for access and | grant it, completely glorying in the feeling of our tongues 


meshed together. | hear him moaning and | feel a sudden lightning struck, making me feel dizzy and blearily. 


My hands glide down his back and | shove them under his hoodie, caressing the warm skin. Just heavy 
breathing and kissing noises are to hear. Only moving of lips and heated bodies against each other are to feel. | 
realize how turned on | am right now. So much that | am short before completely bursting into thousands of 


pieces. 


After a while we have to break apart due to the lack of oxygen He scoots closer to me again, breathless, with 
his lips swollen from kissing. A hot feeling tightens my chest as | watch the sight. | bite my lip to prevent 


myself from moaning. He is so hot. And he doesn't even know how hot he is and how much | want him. 


His arm is now gliding around my waist and his lips get close to my ear. Somehow he really knows how to play 
with my impatience, he perfectly knows to act all innocent and sexy at the same time. | feel the tension build 
up, as | impatiently wait for him to say something and grab his hips to push his body against mine. An 
involuntary whine comes out of my mouth and | want to kiss him, but he persistently, still so gentle, holds my 


head in place. His fingertips ghost over the sensitive skin on my neck. He still hasn't said anything. 
Suddenly, out of the silence, words get gently whispered into my ear. 


"Love me. Fuck me. l'm all yours.” 


Sudden Darkness 


Author's Notes: 
A/N: | watched The Danish Girl yesterday. | cried so hard. Oh, and | hope this little sudden change isn't too bad, 
| just wanted DRAMA, BABY, DRAMA. (I feel like this chapter is really shitty, sorry about that) 


| stare at him, dumbfounded. His eyes glow with passion and something else. Something dark and mysterious. It 
was that look that haunted my dreams. That look that made me wake up, shaking and with a massive hard-on, 
That made me regret who | was and hate myself with all my heart. | swallow and take my hands out of his 
hair, not daring to look in his eyes. | want him so bad. We got so far already. But it can't happen 


"Did | do something wrong?", | hear him silently ask He sounds hurt and remorseful. | close my eyes and take a 
deep breath. For a sudden it's all too much. Too much touching, too much feeling, too much of him. He would 


give himself to me now. Entirely. 


"We can't", | say coldly, hiding the thick emotion in my voice. "Not now." Long forgotten images flash through 
my mind and my heart clenches painfully. | shudder. 


| look up at him again, he gives me a confused and wounded look. His eyes ask me a thousand questions, but he 
doesn't say anything. | hesitate and claw my hands into the couch. | don't want to hurt him. | don't want this. | 
can't. I'm afraid. l'm afraid that | couldn't control myself like | usually do. That this would just unleash the 
beast that was hiding inside of me. We already got this far and | really hoped that | got over it. | struggle to 


keep calm. | can't get over it. He reaches out, and | tense as he touches my shoulder. 


"Don't you find me beautiful?" His voice sounds so painfully pure and innocent that it makes my heart ache. | 
look away. | can't look into those huge puppy eyes filled with bursting emotions. If | would tell him. Would he 


fear me? Or would he trust me? | shudder and swallow again. 


"Of course | find you beautiful. You are so beautiful’, | say hoarsely. My voice breaks. "And that's the problem. 
You're so beautiful, and l'm afraid | would hurt you and you would break into pieces like glass. Everything | 


touch breaks." | nervously knead my hands. 


"You won't hurt me. | fully trust you." Somehow it's not about sex anymore. Somehow he knows that | don't 


mean that when | speak of hurting him. The words of deep trust addressed to me make my heart bubble over 


with devotion. How can he be so faithful? Would he still trust me if he knew? 


"You said that this would be possible. We can make it" His voice sounds so convinced, so full of youthful, 
almost desperate hope and love that | don't deserve. He takes my hands into his own and squeezes them. Our 


fingers intertwine and | let out a breath. He leans over and lightly kisses me, barely touching my lips. 


"Are you sure?", | whisper as we break apart. 
"Yes" 


| sigh and hug him tightly, releasing every single sense. He nuzzles against me and lightly kisses my neck. What 
did | do to deserve him? | bite my lip and try not to hold him too tight because of the overwhelming feeling of 
being fully understood | need him. Every pore and every fiber of my body needs him to breathe, to live. He 
could rip my heart out and | would still be alive when he's around | don't feel alone anymore. And his urge to 


sleep with me suddenly turned into more. 
"Something happened, didn't it?", he tenderly asks, his eyes full of emotions. "Do you want to tell me?" 


| sigh. | have to. It's a part of me, and letting go will be so much easier. You can only lose what you cling to. 


| look into James’ eyes. | see the sudden sadness darkening his eyes and laying upon his face like a shadow. | 
know he had been hiding something, and it had felt like that invisible wall around him had vanished, but | was 


wrong. 


He lets go of me and leans forward, leaning his forehead against the palms of his hands. After an unpleasant 


while of silence, he asks, his voice barely a whisper: "Have you ever heard of the term Conversion Therapy?" 


| freeze. It feels like my heart just stopped. No. No, this can't be. | look at him, with eyes wide in shock. A 


feeling of horror rushes through me as | become aware of the weight his words have. 


"L.l have. Don't tell me you-" He just nods. His eyes are closed and he lightly shudders. Conversion Therapy. 
Therapy to "heal" homosexuality. They take everything, until they reach the will to live. They destroy the last 
thread of hope the patients clamp on. Most of the clients kill themselves before the therapy has finished. But 
if they survive, a soulless, lifeless and pale creature comes crawling back, beat, broken and destroyed. For 


those therapists, every human has to be the same. No exceptions. 


My throat gets tight and | try to swallow and to process this horrible statement. | have only heard rumors of 
this terrible crime and as | look at him, suddenly everything gets clear. | felt it in his touches, in his kisses. He 
always hesitated, and it felt like he had to overcome himself to touch me. Like what he did was wrong. 


| touch his back and slowly start stroking it, he flinches. Suddenly everything bad I've ever experienced feels 
like nothing compared to his fate. | feel like a wimp. He comforted me, he calmed me down, and | was never 
there for him. | feel so guilty. He takes his time before he speaks again. 


"In comparison to others | was lucky. | was released after about five months, because the methods they 


practiced were to extreme, even for my parents. But these five months were enough. | wanted to kill myself." 


| choke and pull him close to me. There is this bitter look in his eyes. He is staring into the nothing, only 
cramping onto my wrist, so tight that it hurts. 


"After a few weeks at home again, | ran away. To my aunt and my uncle. They took care of me and | could 
finish school", he continues soberly. "Then | started studying and forgot about everything. And then you 
stumbled into my already messy life and somehow you helped. Somehow. felt better." He lets out a weak, sad 
laugh. "We just heal each other, don't we?" 


| lower my gaze. On some level | feel bound with his heart, wanting to give my soul and my life to him. | want 
to say something, | want to express my sympathy, but | can't. | can't express any feeling right now. | feel 


completely numb. 


After a while | breathe in deeply, bring my hand up, cup his cheek and look him into the eyes. "I'm sorry that | 
wanted to make you do something you don't want. |. didnt know." 


| realize that the room is completely dark now. Everything is hidden in the shadows and the only light comes 
from the pale moon. | only see James’ eyes shining. "It's fine. Now you do. And don't pity me, don't say that 
you're "sorry" for me or whatever. I've heard enough of that” | nod and run my fingers over his jawline, to 
his lips. They linger there for a while and then they trace down his neck and come to rest on his shoulder. 


"Did you go to therapy?", | carefully ask. "I still do", he answers. | give him a surprised look. 

"Since when?", | ask. He gets up to switch on a lamp standing on a drawer. My arm falls back on my lap. 
"Since | realized that | can't solve this myself and that | can't hide who | am. Luckily | have always been a 
rather strong person. But unfortunately, | also thought that | could just live on with his." He sits down beside 
me again and takes my hand. 


"Does it help?" 


"| guess so. But those were the worst five months of my life. These so called therapists are often just 
homophobic or hardcore catholic." He shakes his head. "It just.it hurts so much every single time | think of it" 


"What do you usually do in the therapy?" 


"Talk. | talk about everything | experienced and then my therapist tries to reverse the ideals that got drilled 
into my head. |. can kind of live with that now. It still inhibits me though. Sometimes." He runs his hands over 
his face. "This whole thing is so fucked up. | often just get the feeling that | won't make it anymore, that l'm 


too weak." 


| stay silent for a while, taking my time to carefully arrange the words l'm about to say. Then | fiercely shake 
my head and look him deep into the eye. "It's so admirable that you made it through. You're valuable and 


you're here for a reason And no matter what will come, there is always another day and you'll make it. 


Through every single one." | strongly emphasize the last four words and hold his hand tightly. 


He gives me a sad smile and leans his head against my shoulder. The room is now flooded with warm, yellow 


light and | feel tiredness overcoming me. James breathes deeply. 

"Jason?" 

Hm?" 

"Don't leave." 

He closes his eyes and with my soft strokes and whispers he slowly drifts off to sleep. The peaceful and 


relaxed look on his face makes me smile sadly and | smile even more when he snuggles up to me. | can't believe 


how people can do such cruel things to others. It's not right. James is an intelligent, lovable and gentle person 


He doesn't deserve shit like this. 


| still sit there and watch him after hours. 


Heroes 


Author's Notes: 
The song "Heroes" is one of my all time favorite songs and has helped me through some difficult times. | hope 


you enjoy although that chapter is a little short! Aaand I'm tired. 


"James?" 

"Hm?" 

"The grass tickles." 

A low chuckle, then rustling of grass as he turns to me. 

"Should we go somewhere else?" 

"No, | love it here", | say and | mean it. 

It's an unusually warm day in fall, the pale sun shining down on and warming us. James still watches me and 
raises his hand to brush a curl out of my face. | smile and glance at him. He is laying on his side and propping 
his head up with his hand, his blue eyes relaxed. He smiles back. 

We're in the park, on a meadow and silently enjoying the closeness and the soft breeze stroking our bodies. 
Although the ground is slightly humid, we decided to lay down here and play a little Question-Answer game. | 
sigh and stretch, turning to my side to face him. 

Its been a week since my uninvited emergence at his door and the revealing of his secret. And although my 
parents weren't getting easier, they couldn't reach me. James's support and help made me feel so much more 


confident. | am happier than ever. 


Especially here, surrounded by tall grass, separated from outside world. No hiding, no pretending. Just us and 
the soft sweeping of the last yellow leaves. 


Just mellow touches and exchanging of words. 
James comes closer and whispers: "Though nothing can drive them away, we can beat them, just for one day." 
"I love that song", | say dreamily and surprised at the same time, looking up at him. 


“Thought so." 


"We can be heroes, just for one day.." My humming trails off and | throw an arm around his waist, burying 


my face in his neck He absently lets his hand wander down my spine and | purr. 

"We can beat them, for ever and ever." 

Every time we meet, we never talk about school. Or almost never. But we simply pretend that we're in a 
normal relationship, just like everyone else. We ignore that fact that he's about fifteen years older than me 
and is supposed to teach me history, not french kissing. 

‘Its your turn again’, | say after a while. 

He shifts. "Hmm.lf you had exactly three hours to live left, which movie would you watch?" 

| start drawing little circles on his chest. 


"American Beauty, maybe. But this is so hard. And you?" 


‘Forrest Gump, Pulp Fiction? | don't know." He lightly laughs. | love it when he is so detached, and free from 


pressure. 


| listen to the steady beating of his heart and ask another question. "A country you would like to visit before 
you die.” 


His hand slides under my shirt and lightly caresses the skin there. 

"Norway. You?" 

"Everything. 

His chest moves as he chuckles and | look up at him. "What?" 

"| love your hunger for exploring new things, that's all” 

| shrug. "I just think that its boring to stay at a place for a long time. Or to do the same very day: 


"Agreed. My turn" He thinks for a while. "If you could only listen to one song for the rest of your life, which 


one would it be?" 
| close my eyes. "Isn't that obvious? Heroes by Bowie." He quietly laughs. 


"Quite obvious, yeah. But | couldn't imagine listening to only one song for the rest of my life." 


"Me neither." 
Suddenly | feel something wet on my leg, lift it up and see that | just soaked my leg with water. 
"Oh fuck", | say, but then start laughing. 


| can fix that." He pulls me on top of him and softly kisses me. | sigh happily. When we part, his eyes are 


suddenly serious again. 


"Just in case you know..we have to be very careful from now on. More careful than before. | heard the 


principal talk about me, not necessarily in a good way, and | believe that he thinks that I'm gay." 


"But that's only an assumption of him, right? And you are gay" | move my fingers into his short hair and 
start to stroke through it. 


"Probably, but he could still fire me. Without explanation And thanks for the reminder." 
| drop my head on his shoulder and snort. 
"He's just a dick that can't sort out his own issues and has to pick on others." 


“Although we wouldn't be illegal anymore if | got fired. And schools are everywhere", he throws in He then 
grabs my waist and straightens up, dragging me with him. 


| sigh. That's right. 


"But still. | know that you like this school. | wouldn't let you give up your job just because we would then be 
barely legal" | loop my arms around his neck and lay soft kisses to his temple. 


"That's true." For a few minutes it stays silent. "H's getting late, we should probably get up. And your leg is 
soaked. And my ass probably soon too." 


| nod and laugh, although | would have been more than okay with spending more time here, and get up. We get 


the grass and brown leaves out of our clothes and hair and head for his car. 
"I thought about something." | hear him say as we go up a small alley. He sounds unsure. 
"What?", | ask. 


He scratches his neck. "It's kind of stupid.but its because of Mr. Dalton. He should maybe see that l'm not gay. 


Or assume." 


A foreshadowing starts to grow inside of me and | eye him skeptically. 


'So..| thought about maybe dating, uh, Mrs. Winters." 
My heart stops for a second, and | start to feel betrayed. | lower my head and swallow. 


He sees my reaction and quickly starts explaining. "It's not like | would really date her, just invite her to dinner 


sometimes. Just to not raise more suspicions." 


| still stay silent. No, I'm not okay with this, I'm totally not. | would love to be okay with this and just continue, 
but something blocks me from that. 


"Jason" He lays one hand on my shoulder and makes me look at him. "You know that you're the only one for 


me. | can't stand this woman" 

But why does it still sound so wrong? 

| take a few deep breaths. It would be stupid to reject that thought. 
‘lm sorry", | hear. "I shouldn't have brought that up." 


"No it's fine. Do that if you feel like it’, | say and straighten myself, approaching the car. His eyes look 
investigating. 


"Are you sure?" 

No. 

"Yes." 

"Jason, | can see that you're not sure." He runs his thumb over my jaw and gets around the car. 


"No, really. If that will help you to stay at this school, do it", | say as we get in. | can't really oppress the 


slight bitterness in my voice. Of course he recognizes. 

| don't want to hurt you. And | get if you would see that as some kind of cheating." 

"It wouldn't-" 

"Yes, it would’, he interrupts me. "Just like it would hurt me." 

| sigh deeply. "Yes, | guess | would kind of feel uncomfortable feel with this. But.if it get's critical, we could 


maybe consider it” My stomach clenches at the thought to see James with another person. Especially with a 
person that he can legally go out with and kiss in public. | don't even want to think of him kissing Mrs. Winters. 


Don't be so jealous, | tell myself. 
But | still can't get this thought out of my head as we rush through the streets. 


Back at home, | unlock our door and creep through the hallway, hoping not to get noticed. I'm almost at the 
stairs. If | reach them | can be sure that they didn't notice me. 


"Jason!" 

Fuck. | clench my eyes shut and curse silently. Then | turn around to look at her. 

"Where were you all day?" My mom steps into the hallway and eyes me suspiciously. | sigh. 
"| was at Steve's." | impatiently and nervously get from one foot to the other one. 

Now her narrowed eyes travel down my legs. "Why is your leg so wet?" 


"Uh, | stepped into a huge puddle." | blush. She raised one eyebrow and my heart starts to beat furiously. 


Believe me, believe me, believe me. Please. 
"Alright then. Put your trousers into the washing machine then" 
"| will" | turn around and make my way up the stairs, relieved. 


"One thing left" | stop and take a deep breath. | almost can't stand her presence for longer than a few minutes. 


| turn around and ask. 


"Due to your..misbehaving lately, we thought about maybe searching for a nice boarding school. How about 
that?" Now her tone is almost friendly. | frown. 


"What kind of misbehaving? | write good exams and | don't go partying every weekend" 


"We, well, disfavor your attitude sometimes. Maybe good upbringing would lead you back on the right path.” My 
breath falters. 


"The right path", | repeat flatly. 
Calm down. If you freak out now, they will put you into a sanatorium even more. 


"But I've got only less than a year of school left.", | state shyly. "It wouldn't make much sense to send me to a 
boarding school and spend all that money on nothing.’ 


She looks at me thoughtfully for a moment. "We'll think about that”, she icily says and leaves, the sound of 


her shoes echoing in the hallway. 


| get up in my room, throw the trousers into a corner and sit down on the bed. We'll think about that, | repeat 
in my head and snort. | stare out of the window and then | sigh. 


Fuck, | can't let them send me to a boarding school. | can't let them destroy my life when it just started to 
get better. 


Excerpts Of Soul-Dying Days 


Author's Notes: 
This was somehow a paaain in the ass to write, but I'm glad that | finished it. | hope that it isn't too bad, haha 


It doesn't happen very often. Usually | can just go to sleep, wake up and follow a normal routine. Sleep is the 
key word. I'm afraid of it. Afraid because | never know how my dreams are going to turn out. The thoughts 
then just rush through my head until don't want to sleep anymore. 


It happens from time to time that | wake up, drenched in sweat and tears that | wasn't even aware of 
streaming down my cheeks. The pain then starts. It starts as a pounding ache inside of my chest and then 
slowly spreads up to my writs where | was tied onto the steel bedposts. Little needles in my veins. 


| curl up into a ball of desperation and hurt, waiting for the pictures, settled in my subconsciousness, to go 
away, begging to be released. My body is shaking and shuddering with the imaginary pain inside of my chest. So 
| lay in my bed, crying like a toddler, living through the conversion therapy again. All at once. The memories 
are blurred and inaccurate, but | still feel my body trembling like it did all that years ago. I'm not strong, | 


never was. 


These are the moments where | completely let go. Where | don't hold back anything. | can hide under the 


blanket, sob and scream and cry. And nobody will ever hear me. 


After blank staring into the dark, which could have been one minute or three hours, | lift myself up and wipe 
the burning tears off my cheek. Deep breathing usually helps. | tear the window open and inhale the cold, humid 
air. It's like a gentle hand caressing me, drying my cheeks and soothing me. It's hard to always appear calm and 
relaxed when there is always an inner conflict going on inside of me. No matter if it's about Jason, daily 
homophobia or just stress in general. | just care too much about other peoples problems. | feel like l'm 


carrying a weight around with me. All pain of the world | take on me without purpose. 


| know that it's just me, and that | could possibly change something about this, but somehow | don't want to. | 


get to release that pain along with other one, mine. And that is my way of relieving. 


| swallow, my throat feels dry. | cough, straighten myself and head for the kitchen, taking a glass and filling it 
up with water. After | drowned it, | sigh. | visit to a psychologist twice a month, and it really helps. | got to 
process my memories and that helped me to go on l'm not having these moments very often anymore. | also 


don't call it "panic attacks". It sounds too depressive, too sick. And I'm not sick. 


| clench the glass and stare out of the window. All relationships that I've been in didn’t really work out. Either | 
got dumped or | ended it after one month or less, because | was too uncomfortable with closeness. It felt like a 


sensation that Jason broke through that wall of rejection 


He is an angel sent from heaven. | despise religion, but somehow Jason makes me believe in a higher power, 
may it be a god or just my imagination. 


| run my cold hands over my face. My eyes are irritated and itch a little bit. In my room | hear my alarm 
clock ringing. 


Totally exhausted | enter school. Those are the days of soul-dying, those of the inner emptiness and 
desperation, where | wish that | could just turn the world off. The fact that | won't see Jason today makes it 
all even worse. And | have to talk to Dora, Mrs. Winters. | have to smile and seem very interested in her 


stories. | have to listen and nod, maybe casually touch her shoulder before leaving. Just to raise her hopes. 
She welcomes me with a wide smile. | force the corners of my mouth to lift. 
"Hi Dora. How are you?", | ask. 


‘Oh, I'm great. Not like yesterday, where | had to correct homework and cross out literally every word. How 
about you?", she answers, running her fingers through her brown hair. 


Well, she knows how to keep a conversation up, and so do |. | just hope that Mr. Dalton will see us, that's the 
only goal | hope to achieve with this. We talk about students, homework and politics. There Anthony Dalton is, 
standing at a desk. He is a stumpy man with small, hectic eyes and a fading hairline. | nod and smile at Dora's 
useless information, try to seem interested and look at Mr. Dalton from the corners of my eyes. He is 


watching us, not very inconspicuous. | omit the urge to frown at him. 

The bell rings. | get out of the haze that | was caught in and raise my hand to gently touch her shoulder. 

"It was nice to talk to you", | say, warmly and friendly. All | can think of is how strangely wrong that feels. | 
shouldn't give her these looks. They're meant for someone else. | feel regret settling in my chest as her eyes 


light up a bit and she walks away. | feel disgusted by myself. Sometimes I'm even scared of myself. 


Just as l'm about to head for the classroom, | get hindered from Anthony who is tapping me on the shoulder. | 


turn around and questioningly raise my eyebrows. 


"James! I'm so glad to see you, | want to inform you about a few things." His thin voice sounds so fake. | shove 
my hands into my jeans pockets and look at him. 


"Go on" 


"Some people have behaved very strange lately, and because of that we think of introducing a few new rules 


soon" His voice sounds almost imminent by now. | swallow. Don't show emotions. Don't show him anything. 


"We have to ban all dispersion of unacceptable behaving, you know? Some certain people don't really know how 
to obey the rules that we've set." He is eyeing me the whole time, staring at me with these uncomfortably 


curious eyes. How come that this man, so much smaller than | am, can awe me fear? 


"Sure, when are you going to let us know?" | start to muster some of the paintings hanging on the wall 


opposite of me, avoiding his staring. 


‘Oh you know, just as soon as possible. | want to dodge arguments. And people who think that they can just 
break rules and do what they feel like. Imagine how this world would be like if everyone would just follow his or 
hers feelings." The smile plastered on his face makes me think of a mannequin Lifeless and emotionless. | shift 


a little bit and his eyes don't leave me. 


"I don't get how people can't follow rules, as if it wasn't easy. Just tell us when you're done”, | hear myself 
speak. | feel so cold. Lifeless and emotionless just like him. Just put on a mask. So he won't recognize. | won't let 


him recognize. 


'Life isn't created for animalistic pleasure.’ His sleazy smile grows wider. | ignore the disgust in my stomach 


and smile back. 


A few days later. 


It had happened again. After Jason and | fell asleep together. Suddenly it felt like | couldn't breathe anymore, | 
couldn't open my eyes. | desperately tried to breathe in, to get some air, but | couldn't, there was something 
blocking me. Paired with the pain it felt horrible as | retched from the lack of air. | couldn't make a sound. My 


whole body was shaking, my lungs felt like they were about to explode and cold sweat ran down my neck 


Warm hands grabbing me and holding me in place, whispered words and tender kisses brought me back to my 


senses. The blackness vanished, | gasped for air, breathing in manically. He hadn't asked any questions. 

Hands now smooth down my shoulder and arms hug me from behind, his bare chest snuggles against my back 
and | feel him softly kissing my neck | take his hand and lay my head back. We stay like this for a while, just 
warming each other and enjoying the silence. 


"Does this happen very often?", he asks after a while. He can't hide the honest concern in his voice. 


| shake my head. "No.." | still feel his distrustful gaze. He reaches out and grabs my chin to make me look at 
him. The look in his eyes doesn't disappear. He is gentle, affectionate. | fully turn on my back. 


"It hurts", he states soberly. Now he sounds dragged down. | just nod. | don't want to seem like a wimp, but 


pretending that it doesn't hurt would be a concealment of facts. He swallows and bends down to kiss me. 


"Are you sure you really want this?", he asks after we break apart. "I mean, if you aren't really comfortable 


with this." 


| frown and take his hand, our fingers intertwine. | start to stroke his lower arm up and down. The pale moon 


light shining through the window makes his skin appear even paler and more translucent. 


"Ie had commitment fears for so long, it's time to get over all of that." He watches me with his thoughtful, 
piercing eyes and slowly nods. 


| like to see every day like a new page of a gigantic book. You turn the page, and what happens before is done, 
but still relevant. But sometimes you just have to think of the hard pages too much and can't concentrate on 


what is happening right now. 


"Everything will be alright", he whispers. We stay silent after that short exchange of words. Doubt starts to 
grow as | pull him closer to me and hold him tightly. | can't think optimistic after all. And one question still 
lingers in the silence of the bedroom. And it won't go away. Even when his breathing turns deep and he 
mumbles something in his sleep. | smile at him. 


Are you sure? 


Pacifistic 


Author's Notes: 
It's so late right now, and l'm glad that I'm finished now. Have fun! 


| smile at the little note scrabbled onto the corner of the paper. I'm invited to his office, just like the first 
time. There is now almost a certain routine to our relationship. Not in a bad way, though. It seems like James 
is the beautiful dream in which | could get away after another day of horrible reality. | often find myself 
staring into the nothingness, undergoing the same moments over and over again, just to remind myself that | 


could actually escape into something beautiful, something different. 


He wants to see me after the lesson and | now hide my face under my hair, trying not to smile happily like a 
maniac. | prop my head up with my hand and look out of the window, barely paying attention to his smooth 


voice talking about caste systems. 


Every time we part | feel like he takes another piece of me with him, softly but not without slight pain. So 
often until | can't exist without him anymore. Somehow this is a scary thought, but at the same time uplifting. 


| don't want to be without him. 


But of course we both know that some time we will separate and go different ways, and that we can't stay 
like this forever. It will be hard when he have picked up each others pieces and made them our own. But | like 


to dream. And in my dreams, we live like that forever. And it is perfect that way. 


| watch the leaves fall off the trees and to the ground. They almost dance in the wind, and | keep that image in 
my mind and close my eyes. The sun sends it's last beams of warm light down on earth to warm my face. | 


would sit here, in the same position and dream about kissing him just a few weeks ago. 


No one has noticed anything so far. Not my parents, not my closest friends. Nobody. My parents don't stop 
talking about that boarding school. | just nod and shrug it off every time. But there is that hidden agenda in 
my head that secretly distresses me. Some day they won't be satisfied with shrugs anymore. And | have the 
feeling that it will be soon. | haven't told James about it yet. | don't want to burden him with my worries. 


| sigh, turn my head to the front of the classroom and stare at the wall, not focusing on anything. | find it 
particularly easy to just switch off all sounds around me and drift off into fantasies. 


James had lovingly mocked me about that a few times. He says that | always have my head in the clouds, that 
l'm a dreamer. A pacifist that still fights for peace in his own way. A humanist that loves this cursed, 


goddamned world way too much. 


| try to laugh those statements off and play them down. l'm not a humanist, | care for hardly anybody. 


Obviously he sees something in me that | can't find and discover, no matter how hard | try. 


There is something about how we see people. There is a theory that if we would meet ourselves, we wouldn't 
recognize each other because we act and look so different than what we think we are. | don't know if | should 


believe in this. 


The bell basically wakes me up. | stretch and yawn like after hours of sleep and see James shooting me a quick 
glance. | oppress a smile and gather my property together. | see him rushing out of the classroom and 


excitement starts to grow. | wonder if he is ever as excited to see me as | am. 


We haven't met for a few days and just like the sucker for love | am, | feel the familiar longing for him in my 
chest. | need his tender touches, his affectionate words and gentle hands right now. | need his kisses just like | 


need every inch of his body to feel alive. 


He makes me feel like I'm here for a purpose. In every hard time of my life | felt like | couldn't get through, | 
just wanted to go back to sleep so | didn't have to deal with the problems of that day. But he inspired me, he 


woke me up, he made me make through each and every single one we've been together. 


| knock at the office's door and my heart starts to pound furiously. | have to think of the first time | was 


invited here and my heart immediately warms. 

He opens up, lets me in and before he can even say something, | throw my arms around him and press my 
face into his neck, inhaling his scent and sighing happily. His hands stroke my back, but they feel different, he 
holds me tightly but no comfortably tight. There is something tense about his grip. 

| pull away and inquiringly look at him. He is deadly serious. His eyes don't show what he is going to say next. | 
raise my hand to stroke his cheek, but he fittully jerks away and avoids my gaze. Confusion starts to grow 
inside of me. Did something bad happen? After a moment of silence, he hectically starts to speak. 


"We can't do this anymore, Jason" He kneads his hands. 


| freeze. My brain refuses to understand that. | don't believe him. He's going to laugh and pull me into his arms 


again, calling me sweet names and ruffling my hair. He must be lying. 


"What do you mean?", | ask, bewildered and shocked. 


"It won't work. It's over." 


It feels like an angry slap in the face, | feel a mark burning red on my cheek and stare at him in disbelief. The 
earth slips away under my feet and suddenly it feels hard to breathe, | fall into an endless hole of blackness. | 
swallow down the lump in my throat. | don't want this to end. | take a step forward and he takes one back. 


"But..", | have to make a point. | won't let him go. A few moments of silence until | screw up all my courage and 
speak out those forbidden, heavy weighted words. 


"But | love you." It's barely a whisper but | see him tense at the confession | never said it out loud. He looks 
up, his eyes suddenly full of emotions. Regret, hurt and sadness. Hope starts to grow in me again. 


And then the emotions vanish within the blink of an eye. His eyes turn into ice cold stone. He crosses his arms 
and stares me down with his blue eyes that don't gleam with fondness anymore. Just an ice cold emotionless 


look. 
"| don't. Now leave." 


His words smash all my hopes into myriads of splinters. | feel something break inside of me. It shoots through 
me like physical pain. | clench my hands into fists and shudder at the sudden coldness. | feel tears welling up in 
my eyes, but | refuse to let them roll down my cheeks. He turns around and leans on the edge of the table, 
looking out of the window. He doesn't move. He doesn't care. | blink a few times and try to calm myself down 


But the despair wins and the sadness surrounds my whole body. 
| start a last desperate attempt. My voice is thick with incredulity and pain "James-" 


"Leave" His voice is unmoved. | stay. Maybe he is changing his mind. He can't be serious. He can't. He turns 
around a bit and | see his lips tremble. "Leavel", he now shouts at me, angrily. | slightly whimper at that sharp 


word and flinch away. 


Then | take one last breath and storm out of the office, leaving him behind. | don't even care if someone sees 


me, | don't care if someone sees the tears streaming down my cheeks. 


| run | run, desperately trying to find a way home, but I've lost orientation My lungs burn and my legs feel 
tired after constantly running through the city, ignoring the people around me. Everything looks the same, and 
nothing can abstract me from the pounding ache on the inside. Every common sense has lost me and | wander 


around, lost, confused and hurt. 


| end up at a lonely park bench and sit down. | feel numb on the outside. | can't feel the tears on my cheeks or 
the coldness devouring my hands. On the inside | am crying, shaking and destroying everything around me. But | 
can't move. | don't have the strength to do so. My sight gets blurred and the tears come again. 


Thousands of questions are racing through my head. Why did he do this? Why? Why did he cause me such 


pain? Did he really want to make me cry? 


| wonder how he feels right now. He probably doesn't care. He doesn't think about me. He's happier without me. 


And he's probably already with Mrs. Winters now. | take a shaky breath and close my eyes. 


| feel my stomach clench as the same three words cross my mind over and over again. His cold voice scoffs 


them into my face, over and over again, poking into the fresh wound. "I don't. Leave." 


Leave. | don't need you in my life. | don't love you. You mean nothing to me. You are worthless, now leave. | 


never loved you. 


| can't hold back a sob now and bury my face in my hands, shaking and shuddering with pain. He once said that 
we healed each other, but all | feel now is an open cut on my skin, wide open and bleeding. Bleeding out the last 


shimmers of hope and joy. Bleeding out the colors and everything turning dusty, dirty and grey. 


Some people pass by while | sit on that bench, with red eyes and holding myself, summoning my best of self- 
control to not start crying again. Most of them shoot me worried glances, but no one asks me what's wrong. | 
don't know if | should be glad or disappointed. | would really need a person to talk to now. But | can't talk to 
anybody. 


| angle for my phone and type his phone number into it. My fingers are shaking and | need a few attempts to 
get it right. | bite my lip and tightly loop my arms around my chest as if it would burst any moment. My 
heart hammers against my chest. 

After a while of waiting, a voice answers. 


"The person you called is currently not available. Please try again later or go on voicemail after the beep." 


It beeps, and | take a deep breath. "Hi, James." My voice is way too shaky and weak. | sound like a total wreck. | 
clear my throat and cough faintly. 


"Can.can we talk? | just want to know the reason.Please talk to me. Have | done anything wrong?" A choked, dry 
sob comes out of my mouth. | feel regret coming up. Have | done anything horrible without being aware of it? 


Was that the reason? 


"IF it is so.l'm so sorry. I'm so fucking sorry. | didn't want it, | wasn't aware of it. Please just explain, ll 


understand. | promise. | love you.." My voice fades. 


A middle-aged woman passes by and looks at me pitying. | lower my head and swallow. | must look so pathetic 
right now. 


| hang up and stare into the nothingness again. My phone stays silent. | listen to the rustling of leaves and feel 


a cold breeze on my face. | would just have to imagine the breeze to be warm, and | could feel like laying on a 


meadow with him. Getting warmed by the sun, held by him and soft kisses laid to my neck. 


A stinging smart rips through my chest and | wince, giving a pained whimper like a wounded animal. | could be 
dead now, and | wouldn't feel any different. 


Why does it hurt so much? 
I's a pain in my chest, a numb feeling on the outside. I've never felt so vulnerable and hurt in my entire life. 


Now | really know what a broken heart feels like. 


Socially Awkward 
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| must be completely insane, | think as lm climbing up the narrow stairs. Only one more floor and | would be 
opposite his living room window. Call me a maniac, call me a stalker, | couldn't care less. My only urge is to find 


out the reason he left me and tore my insides apart. 


I've tried to ask him, several times actually. And without crying. But he'd stayed motionless. Told me to leave it 
like it was and forget about everything, as if | had nothing to do with this. | felt so disprespected. 


A week of red edged eyes and a hoarse voice after he left me, I'd finally gathered myself together and asked 
him. And then, all that | got from this was that | "wouldn't understand’, that I'm "too young”. But | was 


certainly not too young for him to shove his tongue in my mouth. 


| don't spend my days with crying and self-pity anymore, there is just a sudden indifference inside of me. l'm 
not over him, not at all. But I've accepted the fact that my desperation wouldn't solve anything, so | started to 
get more and more fed up with my ongoing complaints. Until | just stopped complaining and tried to talk to him. 


But I'm still desperate. | can't hate him, and that makes me hate myself even more. | wish that | could be as 
tough as an action movie hero, seeking for revenge, but l'm not. Instead, l'm about to watch what he is doing 


through a window. If he even is home. 


| grab a slippery handrail and pull myself up to sit on it. I'm not sure if someone would see me from that spot, 
but | don't suspend that possibility. Somehow | would even be satisfied if he saw me, sitting in the dark, 
watching him. He would see that | wouldn't stop anywhere to get my answer. 


Now | have a perfect sight inside of his lightened living room. He is leaning against a table and talking to 
somebody. | can't see who it is, but he seems to enjoy it, he laughs and smiles. The way he used to smile at 


me. | watch him with a bitter feeling in my stomach. 


Now another person enters my sight, a small feminine figure with only a bathrobe on and shortish brown hair. 
It takes a while until | realize that it's Mrs. Winters. | frown and swallow. No way. 


He has told me several times how much he dislikes her. And now | see her with him, at his home. Probably 
enjoying themselves. | take a deep breath and prevent myself from sobbing again. I've already cried too much 


because of him. 


| have to admit that she looks fairly nice. No makeup, no overly crazy hand movements while talking. She 


seems to be relaxed and calm. It comes to my mind how good they would fit together. Her, bright and lively 
and him, an ease of mind. He loops an arm around her waist and kisses her. | snort angrily and at the same 


time feel that deep bitterness come across me. 


My eyes never leave them as he opens her bathrobe and his hands slip underneath. It hurts to watch them 
and | grab the handrail tighter, but my eyes remain to be glued on the two. Especially on his face. His eyes are 
closed and he lightly smiles into the kiss. He pulls away and tells her something, she nods and then he moves 


over to the window. 


My heart immediately speeds up. He's going to see me, he's going to see me. Just as his eyes are about to 
look over to the spot I'm sitting on, | hastily slip down the handrail with my heart hammering in my chest, and 
run down the steel stairway with wobbly legs. 


| don't even care if he sees or hears me now. | reach the floor and and trip over an old steel pole which 
causes me to fall to the ground and rip my jeans open. | curse and get up again, running out of the narrow 
alley and onto the big street. A car abruptly stops in front of me and the driver blows the horn, screaming 
out of the window. | don't listen to him, | just hurriedly cross the street and head for the bus station. 


| don't like to admit it but I'm drowning in jealousy. | should be in her place, | should be the one kissing him and 
be smiled at. A cold hand grabs my heart and tightly squeezes it. 


Only now | recognize the slight pain in my knee and see a dark stain of blood seeping through the hole in my 
jeans. It doesn't seem very bad though, so | just shrug it off. Suddenly my phone rings and my heart starts 
pounding again. This can only be one person. | take a breath to calm myself down and get it out of my pocket, 
but its only Kirk, a friend of mine. 

Almost disappointed, | pick up. "Hey, Kirk" 

"Hil Just one quick question, won't take long." He sounds excited. 


"Sure." 


"I got invited to a party and | wanted to know if you would come with me? | know that you usually don't do 
stuff like this, but my friend doesn't have time and | don't want to go alone. Please?" 


| hesitate and run my fingers through my hair. "| don't know..'m not really in the mood." 

"But you're never in the mood! Come on, one time won't hurt. I'll pick you up." 

That's true, I'm really never in the mood to go out or on a party, I'm just shy and awkward in public. But now, 
| seriously consider to go there. I'm not really a feast for the eye right now, with my ripped jeans, dirty 


sneakers and a hoodie of my favorite band, but | finally agree with him to pick me up at the station He's right, 


one time won't hurt. 


"What have you been doing out there?", Kirk asks as | get into the car. | shrug. 
"Nothing really, just clearing my head and stuff" 

He nods, but doesnt ask any more questions about that. "What happened to your knee?" 
"| tripped" 


Not many words get exchanged after that, and we just sit in silence. He stops in front of a large house and 


looks at me scrutinizing. 

"Don't you have anything on under that hoodie?", he asks. | play with the edge of the seat. 

"Yeah, but | don't like that shirt, it's so. don't know. Just weird. | don't like it.” 

"You can't walk into a party with a hoodie where people butcher each other on" 

| shrug. "| hope at least people are then scared of me and leave me alone." 

Kirk laughs and lightly punches my shoulder. "Get it off already." 

| hesitate and he punches me again. | take the sweatshirt off and he grabs it and throws it onto the back seat. 
We get out of the car and approach the house. Loud music is coming out of it and | can hear people screaming 
and laughing. | identify the music as Marilyn Mason and oppress a relieved sigh. At least | wouldn't have to 
listen to pop music. 

Kirk shoves me into the house and | awkwardly stumble into it, bumping into a person 

"Hey! Watch out, idiot!", the person yells. 


| want to apologize but suddenly Kirk is there and greets the person like a best friend. 


"This is Phil" He points to me. "Phil, this is Jason. I'll quickly get something to drink" And with that, he melts 


into the crowd and vanishes. 
| smile uncomfortably and brush a curl out of my face. "Sorry, | didn't want to run into you." 
Phil now smiles too. "It's fine, | didn't want to shout at you like that." He looks good, | have to admit. He has 


really nice, green eyes and a bright smile. | look around insecurely and step from one foot to the other. I'm not 


used to be at parties or in huge crowds. 


Kirk appears again and offers me a drink. | take it and watch as Kirk suddenly leaves me and Phil alone. 

| venture to follow him, but get hindered by Phil. 

"Just stay with me, s'fine." 

My cheeks start to burn | barely know him and | don't want to loose Kirk, | can't stay with him. But Kirk is 
already untraceable and | decide that it's better to stay with somebody | barely know than just stand around 
with no one. 

"What's that?", | ask, nodding at the drink. 


“Something with vodka" Phil says and chuckles deeply. "Its good though. You should try it” 


| look at the slightly red substance in my glass. For a short moment | hesitate, but then James comes to my 
mind and | drown it. 


Its not the only drink | drown and | end up laying on a sofa, giggling at Phil's stupid jokes. | don't bear alcohol 
very well, which is why | feel really drunk and dizzy. The whole room is spinning and my limbs feel pleasantly 
heavy. 

| don't know where Kirk is, but somehow | don't care anymore. The room that looks like someones bedroom is 
empty and | can hear melodic music coming from the hallway. | also don't remember for how long I've been 

laying here, either three minutes or sixty hours. 

Phil is a really likable person and | enjoy talking to him, although l'm not really the one talking. 


"You don't drink very often, do you?", asks and | look at him deadly serious. 


"No", | say and then burst out in laughter. "I'm also not at parties very often!" Phil laughs too and | watch him 
taking the last gulp of beer, admiring the way his hair falls back 


"You also weren't invited", he states and raises one eyebrow. 
| lift myself up, biting my lip. "Sorry" 
‘Im teasing. You're really cute." He grins at me. 


It takes a while to process that statement. | stare at him for a while and then blush deeply and sink down into 
the sofa again. He furrows his brows and looks at me. 


"Did | make you feel uncomfortable?", he asks. | shake my head. 

"L", | stop and try to arrange the words in my head. "I never know how to answer something like that." 
He props his head up with his hand and smiles at me again. 

"How about "thank you"?" 

| shrug and look up at the garish light and blink a few times. "That sounds like | agree with you." 

"You don't think that you're cute?" 

| shake my head. "Why would | think of myself as cute.that's so arrogant.” 


Now he lays his head back and laughs loudly. | feel mocked and bury my face in a pillow. How did | even end up 
on this sofa? 


"Hey." His hand finds my jaw and he cups my cheek. "It's not arrogant to think of yourself as good-looking or 
cute or whatever. That's just self-confident.” 


| look at him for a while. "Well, if that's so." 


l'm not capable of saying more. | feel so blissfully warm and relaxed that | just want to cuddle with somebody. 
| make my thought true and slip closer to Phil. He watches me for a moment and then raises his hand to 


stroke my cheek. His fingertips are pleasantly soft and not as callused as James’, and they feel good. 
"Are you good?", he asks, his voice low. 


| don't answer, | just lean in and kiss him, because that's just what | need right now. Affection and love, even if 
it's just for once. He responds immediately and | get up a little bit to wrap my arms around his neck. The kiss 


is kind of sloppy, because l'm drunk and the angle is uncomfortable. 


| don't care if | don't know him, it makes me forget. | realize that this is the first time that I'm making out 
with somebody at a party and somehow or another that encourages me and | open my mouth, letting his 


Tongue slip in. | hum in satisfaction and close my eyes. 


Phil grabs my waist tightly and brings me closer to him, and slowly the kiss grows more rough and passionate. 
| run my fingers through his hair. 


Suddenly he is on top of me, grinding against my hips, a low moan escaping him. | give a surprised sound and 
try to pull away, but his hands keep me in place. They are everywhere, and | don't like it. No matter how much 
alcohol | have in my blood, | still know that | don't want to sleep with him now. 


One hand wanders down my chest to my jeans, he opens them and lets his hand slip inside. | get hold of his 
hand and push it away, but it keeps coming back to my crotch and | nervously shift underneath him, my 


uncomfortable sounds getting drowned out by his mouth on mine. 


Finally | manage to pull away and breathlessly tell him to stop, but he keeps pinning me to the ground. Panic 
rises in my chest as | faintly try to wriggle free, but his weight makes it almost impossible to move. 


"| can see that you want it", he purrs and | struggle weakly underneath him, the alcohol flooding in my veins 


detaining me from functioning properly. | give a sound filled with fear as his hand finds my crotch again. 
"What the fuck you- get off of him you assholel", a voice suddenly shouts and the next moment Phil is falling 
on the ground with a thump and l'm able to move again. Phil tries to get up and yells something unintelligible, 
but he gets kicked in the stomach and gives a pained groan. 

A guy grabs me by the shoulders, pulls me up and pushes me out of the floor, closing the door behind him. 
I'm shaking like a leaf while the guy is putting an arm around my shoulders and guides me out of the house, 


past a few dancing drunks and puddles of vomit, into the cold air. 


| breathe in deeply and let the slightly humid air float into my lungs. It takes a few seconds to fully realize 
what just happened and | feel the guy lightly padding my shoulder. | sigh shakily and bury my face in my hands. 


"Fuck", | murmur and suppress the urge to cry again. That didn't really happen right now, did it? 

"Are you alright?", the guy asks and | glance up into light brown eyes, filled with concern. Yes, l'm great. | just 
got molested and almost raped, but l'm alright. | sigh and give a desperate sound, then calming myself down and 
focusing on the fact that l'm safe now. 

"Yeah, I'm good" He nods and gives me a bottle of water. | open it with shaking fingers and drink. 

"Why were you alone with him in the first place? Never trust anyone who you don't know!" 

| hand him the bottle back and look at him sheepishly. "Sorry. He seemed nice.." 

"Every person looks "nice" at first. | hope you've learned something from that." 

| nod and swallow, my heart still beating wildly against my ribs. He stays by my side and we remain in silence 
for a while. That was one of the points why | never wanted to go to parties in the first place and | regret 
agreeing to come. It's my fault after all, | shouldn't have kissed him. | give a choked sound and rub my eyes. 
"Thank you", | say after a while and turn to him, still lightly swinging from drunkenness. But | feel myself 


getting a little bit sober. Suddenly | feel big sympathy for him and the need to hug him. "You saved me. l'm 


Jason." 


He smiles at me through ginger bangs. "Always welcome. I'm Dave." 


Notebook 
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"All people who wrote the essay take it out now. Jason, you collect the sheets and count them." 


| jerk my head up and look at him, shocked This was a method we used once, so that | could stay in class 
longer and we could maybe exchange a few quick kisses before we would both have to head for the next 
lesson. Maybe he wants to tell me, maybe there is still hope. | watch James who suddenly seems kind of 

stressed out. 


"Jason" A voice is violently ripping me out of my fantasies and | stare at Kirk who is holding the sheet of 
paper into my face. | take it and get up to collect the others. All students leave while | bring them in an order 


and start to count. 


| watch James out of the corner of my eyes. | catch him looking at me for a second, but then quickly turns 
around, wetting the towel to clean the blackboard. | step forward and take the sheets to the desk. | want to 
open my mouth and say something, but then my gaze wanders to the desk where his notebook is laying. It's 
small and blue and would fit perfectly into my Jeans’ pocket. | don't know what difference it would make to 
have his notebook, but something about the thought of taking it seems arousing. 


| look at James who is now busy with cleaning the blackboard and ignoring me. | bite my lip and reach out to 
take the notebook, my heart pounding in my ribcage. | take one edge and move it slowly, hoping that it wouldn't 
make a sound. It slips over the desk, barely audible, and | quickly take it and shove it into my pocket just as 


James turns around. 


| wince, breathe in hastily and recognize that the sheets are still in my hand. | reach out and put them on the 
table. His gaze doesn't leave me and my heart doesn't stop hammering, | can hear it in my ears. He visibly 


swallows and shoots me an intense look. It's deadly silent. 
| open my mouth to say something, but he shakes his head. Don't, his eyes say. Don't cause any more trouble. 


| lower my gaze and look at my feet in the dirty sneakers. Then | look up again. | want to say so much, | want 
to cry, | want to slap him into his perfect face and | want to lay in his arms to feel secure and loved. But 
mostly | just want him to react. He doesn't see me anymore, l'm just another student all over again. And that 


thought hurts. l'm just like everyone else to him. 


He starts to pack his things and | shift on my place. He is ignoring me again. The question comes out of my 
mouth before | can even think about the consequences. That's your fucking brains fault, Newsted. 


"Why her?" 


His head turns abruptly and he takes his satchel, throwing it over his shoulder. His beautiful eyes gleam with 


discomposure and then they grow wide. 


He shakes his head again and draws in a sharp breath, before turning around and leaving the classroom and 


also leaving me, with a little splinter in my heart. 


"Let me get this straight. You called him..23 times?", Dave asks, sprawled out of his couch, looking up at me. 

| shrug and shamefully smile. "I was out of my mind, okay?" 

Dave's room is like | wished mine to be. The walls covered with posters, a guitar leaning against the table, 
clothes lying on the ground. It is a perfectly organized messy life that he lives, and I'm jealous of it. | sit down 
on the bed and lean against the wall. 


Dave sits up and eyes me. “But he never answered’, he states. 


| shake my head. "No, he didn't. Although | basically begged him to explain. | feel so pathetic, especially because 
| know that constant asking won't help anything.’ 


It stays silent for a while, only the radio blaring through the room. The melody seems way too positive for the 
story | just told Dave. | told him everything, from the kiss to my attempt to stalk James. 


| didn't expect him to handle it so well. He just listened and nodded and sometimes asked a question But he 
didn't freak out, like other people would probably do. Well, it's comprehensible. 


"This thing is really fucked up", he murmurs after a while. | nod. 


He thinks for a moment, opens his mouth and then seems to hesitate. | watch as he struggles with himself for 
a moment. The song changes, and the darker, haunting melody fitting the topic better. 


| crook my head. "What's wrong?", | ask him, playing with the edge of a magazine that lies on the bed. 
He shakes his head and snickers. "If | ask you that right now, you'll rip my head off" 
"I rip nobody's head off. You called me a softie just before." 


He sighs and turns his head to me. "Are your parents divorced?" 


| frown. "No..2" 

"Did you get.rejected by your father?" 

| get what me means, indignantly snort and lift myself up immediately. 
"Are you asking me if | have daddy issues, Dave Mustaine?" 


He bursts out in laughter and rolls off the couch, hitting the ground and giving a groan. | only watch him, 
amazed and confused. Then bury my face in my hands. 


"What the actual fuck", | whisper. "You didn't just ask that." 


Well, the relationship with my father isn't the best. | hate him, to be perfectly honest. But | never thought of 


James as a father figure. Not consciously at least. 

Dave's laughing gets louder and he has to hold his stomach. | wait a moment for him to calm down, burning 
cheeks and shaking hands, and then shoot him furious glance, trying to seems as mad as possible. A giggle 
escapes him. 

He stays on the ground and silently lets his eyes wander over my red cheeks. 


"Yes, | did. And judging by your crimson face, you actually thought about that before. | knew it" 


He snickers again. For some reason Dave has the talent to make me feel embarrassed everywhere and every 


time. 

| open my mouth to fire back, but nothing that would make sense comes to my mind, 

"Didn't", is all | can say. Short moment of a choked laughter from Dave, another short answer. 

"Did." 

| take the magazine, open it and start to read although | don't get what this article is about. Hiding my face is 
all | can do now. | can basically feel his grin. | doggedly continue to read the article. Apparently it's about a band 
that broke up because of personal differences. | start to get interested and actually start reading. | can hear 
Dave humming along to the song and turn the page. 

"Did you have kinky sex?", Dave breaks the silence between us. | jerk and throw the magazine at him. 


"Davel", | shout. "No!" 


He smiles, now almost seeming innocent, and tosses the magazine aside. 


"No what?" 
| groan and cover my face again. My cool hands can't stop my face from burning. 


"No, we didn't have kinky sex. We didn't have any sex at all", | admit after swallowing what's left of my pride. | 
didn't plan to talk about too intimate things, but obviously | couldn't avoid such topics. 


"You didn't?" 

| peek at him through my fingers and see that he sat up and looks at me, astonished. 
"You didn't fuck?" | shift on my place and look out of the window. 

"No." | want to hide under a blanket. 


"So you basically had some sort of fucking cheesy, overly-romantic relationship where you'd just kiss and 


cuddle and do cheesy-as-fuck stuff?" 


| nod and ruffle my hair. | don't like to admit it, but he is right. | watch Dave as he props himself up and 


watches me for a while, a wicked grin on his face. 
He's about to say something, but | cut him off. "Just leave it like it is, okay?" 


He groans, shrugs, nods and now up picks the magazine to read it himself. | sit there for a while, not knowing 


what to do now and just listen to the music. 
"Jason?" | hear. | turn my head to look at him. 
Hess 

"But would you like to have kinky sex?" 


"Would you just fucking drop it already?", | moan, bugged out and feeling terribly unmasked. This time he gets 


up and sits down beside me. 

| shift away from him a little and his eyes start to glow with cheekiness. 

"You wanted to show me something, remember?" he then asks. 

| remember and enthusiasm starts to flow back into my body as | jump up and widely grin at him. He lightly 


furrows his brows and hesitantly smiles back, hazel ezes shining with curiousity. | get over to my backpack, 
grab the blue item and throw it on his lap. He picks it up and looks at it, opens it and then looks at me again. 


"Is this..2" 
"James' notebook, yeah." My grin grows wider. 


He shakes his head and laughs. "No way you fuckin’ weirdo. How did you get Professor Hetfield's fucking 


notebook?" 

"Somehow | managed to grab it from his desk when he wasn't looking. He almost saw me." | have to admit that 
l'm quite proud of myself, that | could fool ‘Professor Hetfield’. | didn't plan on it, but now | actually know what 
I'm going to do with it. 


"And how is that supposed to help you?" He sounds almost pissed off. 


| let myself fall beside him again, sigh and open the notebook, searching for a certain page. | find it and tip on a 


note. 
"Reading at historical museum, 2 pm, hall 3". He'll be there and read something to an audience. He also told me." 
Dave raises his brows and looks at me. "Jason", he then slowly starts. "What exactly are you going to do?" 


Now I'm unsure what to tell him. He is the one with the car, and | don't want to drag Kirk into this. | scratch 
my neck and close the notebook. Then | raise my hand and start to chew on my thumbs nail. 


"Jason", he repeats. 
"You said that you'll help me", | say instead of answering him. 
He nods, then shrugs. "Not if that shit is too fucked up." 


"IFs." | stop. "H's not really fucked up. You just need to wait outside in the car and drive away as quickly as 


possible. Pleeaaase?" 


He sighs and rubs his forehead, still unsure. "If | drive away as fast as possible, this can only be fucked up. 


Will you at least tell me?" 
‘Only if you promise that you'll help me." | sit up and look him dead in the eye. 
He demurs for a moment. "Okay." 


| smile and start to talk. 


Daphne and Apollo 
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The rain is silently falling on the front window of Dave's car. | watch the drops flowing down and lean my head 
back. The way to the museum is not necessarily long, but circuitous. And we're late. Right now we are driving 
through a little forest that is then leading to a long road. 

My eyes find a little lake and | watch the deep green water, slightly uneven from the raindrops. It is 
surrounded by reed and | imagine it to be pleasantly cold. The lake disappears from my field of vision and | look 
straight ahead again. 


"You're crazy", Dave says and shoots me a quick glance. "Are you totally sure that you want to do this?" 


"As I'll ever be", | just say. | am determined to pervade that action even though | am nervous. Really nervous. | 


keep shifting on my place and tapping my foot on the ground. "I can't go back now." 

He sighs and looks at me again, longer this time. "You told me that it wouldn't be that fucked up." 

‘Its not. Eyes on the road, Dave." 

He turns to the road again and | see his hands clench around the wheel. The rain gets heavier, thicker. The 
drops splash against the windows and Dave turns on the windshield wipers. The sound makes me sleepy. | 
barely slept last night. | close my eyes, but Dave snips his fingers in front of my face. 

"There is no need to sleep now, Princess. We're almost there." 

| rub my eyes and shoot him an annoyed look, he just smiles at me before turning into a smaller street that 
leads to an avenue. There the museum is, standing proudly and pompously, kind of intimidating. It's two towers 


seem like claws, contrasting darkly to the grey sky. 


Many cars are parking here, and it takes a while until Dave finds a parking place. He stops the car and looks at 


me, observant and serious. | biTe my lip an eel my stomach clench in nervousness. 
b t and | bite my lip and | feel my stomach clench 


"How long will it take?", he asks after a moment where only the dull tapping of water on the car roof is to 


hear. | shove my hands into my hoodie's pockets and give him a shrug. 


"Not too long. l'm late anyway.” 


| need a moment to overcome myself and take a deep breath. It is going to turn out alright, | try to convince 


myself. 

"Thank you, again" My words come out and stand in the air for a moment, between us. 

"IFs fine." He runs his fingers through his hair, his eyes closed. "lm just worried about you." 
| snort. "Why are you worried about me?" 

"Don't..freak out too badly?" 

‘Normally | don't freak out" 

He leans his elbows against the wheel and laughs breathlessly. “But this shit isn't normal.” 
"Yeah, whatever. 


| hesitate for a moment, then lean over and hug him. | shoot him a smile and get out of the car, the rain 


drops immediately hitting my face and darkening my jeans. 


| march over to the building and get in. A huge hall with a marble floor greets me and | suddenly feel so small 
compared to this big, resonant room. | take a deep breath and search for a sign to lead me to hall 3. | catch a 


white poster with "Reading: Ancient myths" written on it and decide to follow the sign 


The more steps | take, the heavier my stomach feels. | come to a stop in front of the tall, slender door. Quiet 


noises are to hear. | recognize James' voice and heat rushes through my skin 


| release a shaky breath and push the door open as calm as possible. | enter a hall that almost seems like a 
lecture hall in a university. A few heads of the people sitting there turn at me, and | give an apologetic smile 
and go down the little space between the seats to sit down in the first row. 


James eyes widen for a moment and he looks at me in disbelief, but then he continues to read, sounding just 


like before. 


"There is no actual believe in cupid, especially not in the modern world. But many stories, like Daphne and 
Apollo, are built on a relationship caused by cupid. Daphne and Apollo are madly in love, promising to never 
leave each other. But Apollo made a mistake. After the Greek god of music, truth and prophecy mocked Cupid 
about being a better archer, the insulted and enraged Eros prepared two arrows. One made of lead and the 


other one made of gold." 


The hall is completely silent, the people hanging on his every word. His voice is clear, deep and steady. It is the 
voice that | fell for, entirely, with every fiber of my soul and spirit. 


"Apollo, who cherished a passionate love for Daphne, a nymph, got shot in the heart with the gold arrow, thus 
he endlessly fell in love with her, even deeper and more sensual.” 


| know this story. When | was little, | listened to myths all the time. 

"Daphne on the other hand got shot with the arrow made out of lead. She developed a sudden hate towards 
Apollo, who was desperately trying to make her understand how much he loved her, basically begging her to 
listen. And in spite of Daphne's rejection, Apollo kept following her, kept loving her, and he was cursed from this 
moment on. He still got to vow her his love forever. Being an immortal god, this was a vow that wouldn't be 
broken that easily." 

James looks up for a moment, taking a breath. 

"And in the end it was Cupid who mocked him." 

He opens his mouth to continue, but my hand is in the air before he can start. His eyes lightly narrow. 
"Question?" 

| clear my throat and try to appear as bored as possible. 


"How do you think Apollo felt after being rejected so many times?" 


A short moment of silence. "Probably heartbroken. But that didn't stop him from cherishing her, which 


must've meant that there was still hope inside of him." 


"Do you think of this as real love? Or was it just a lie?" My voice sounds emotional, too occupied. James thinks 


for a while. 


"Cupid didn't represent real feelings, he represented unnatural possession, longing, lust. It wasn't necessarily a 
lie, but it wasn't real. No broken heart and no real love." 


He looks out of the window for a while. | feel like | got punched into my stomach. He is doing that on purpose. 
"What did he represent then?" 


James rolls his shoulders before he answers. "Imagination. The thought that you could clamp onto another ones 


heart that doesn't belong to you." 
Now his eyes are boring directly into mine. | preserve my mine. 


"Daphne loved Apollo before the arrow shot right through her. How could all the love just vanish?", | ask, with 


a trembling, but angry voice. 


"Because the arrow was like a sudden flash of realization In reality, there is no place for imagination" His voice 


sounds bitter by now. 


He could have ripped my heart out on the spot, it would have hurt the same as | felt. The people around us 


listen, magnetized and frozen. No one really knows what's going on. 


"Then why did she even let him love her?" | say, my voice getting louder, ignoring everything around me. Rage 


starts to grow and devour my insides. 
His voice sounds unfazed and his eyes don't move. "Because she believed in love that was never there." 


| don't get how can he appear so calm and collected, like we would really talk about the myth. |, on the other 
hand, am a shaky mess with dangerously red eyes. 


Suddenly, a thin man with glasses and a suit pipes up. 


"If you Gentleman would be so kind and discuss that another time..", he starts, but James turns to him cuts 


him off. 


"No, | want to know what he has to say." Then he looks at me again. "What do you want to achieve with that, 


Jason?" 
| stand up. 
"What | want to achieve? | only want answers." | say, almost too low to be understood, but audible for James. 


"Why can't you just tell me? Why now? Why her?" | ask, desperate, but sharp. His eyes darken and his lips 
press together. 


Now | almost sob. | stare at him, my sight blurred and my arms crossed. | don't care how pathetic | must 


seem. My head is totally gone, and there's nothing left but my aching heart. 

"You have no idea", | say after him just staying silent. "You don't have any answers and you know that. Just 
like you have no control over your life and yourself. And yes, maybe at first | thought that you would actually 
refuse the lead arrow to hurt you. Yes, | had hope. But it's gone. Just like your emotions." 


Slowly, he peeks up and looks at me. His gaze changed. 


"| didn't mean to take it this far", is all he says after moments of heart-pounding and stomach-squeezing, 
drenched in numbness. 


"But you meant to take it." 


A broken look appears in his eyes. A look that I've seen once on him. 
With these words | leave him, leave the shocked crowd, slamming the door loud enough to shatter the earth, 
to shatter his earth. | run away, just like so many times before. | run away and take the pieces of my heart 


with me. But somehow they don't fit anymore. Nothing fits anymore. 


Its still raining, pouring down and soaking my clothes instantly. My tears of anger get washed away and my 
burning skin gets soothed 


| see the car standing in in the rain and go towards it. 

"Took you long enough", Dave just says, ignoring that | wet his car seat, ignoring my red eyes and l'm glad 
about it. "Let's get out of here." He starts the car and leaves the parking place, quickly aiming for the avenue. 
It doesn't take him long to figure out what happened. 

"He didn't tell you." 


"| didn't expect him to." My voice is shaky and | try to warm my hands up. 


"Then why did you come here? You knew that he wouldn't answer?", he asks, brows furrowed and voice slightly 


grim. 

| don't answer. | want to go home and sleep. | want to tell my parents that | will attend the boarding school. | 
want to disappear from the surface and drown in self-pity. There is no name for what | feel right now. It 
clings onto my guts and then breaks loose and falls into pieces. 

"I asked you something." His voice is cutting and furious now. He is obviously pissed off. | look out of the 
window and avoid his gaze. One can't see a thing through the window, and not even the windshield wipers seem 
to help anymore. 

"I'm not in the mood for questions. Concentrate on the road" 


He laughs flatly and pierces me with his eyes. "I drove you here. | helped you." 


| loose it. "I can't tell you right now! | can't! I'm empty!", | shout at him, all suppressed anger suddenly emerging 


from my depths. 


"What is so hard about telling me what happened? Why do you have to be so fucking egoistical?", he shouts 
back, right into my face that is hidden behind sleeves. The words hit me hard. 


| rip the sleeves off my eyes. "He is all that holds me together, even if that means that I'll be hurt!" 


Suddenly the car involuntary speeds up. "You're so insanely naive! Didn't you fucking get it? He doesn't love you, 
do you understand? He doesn't!" 


His knuckles turn white and his jaw is clenched. Then he jerkily turns back to me. 

"Just because you can't get over-" 

"DAVE, WATCH OUT!" | suddenly scream, adrenaline rushing through me before he looses control over his car. 
Within the blink of an eye it wallows on the slippery street, turns around once, twice, while Dave is desperately 


trying to gain control again, grabbing the wheel over and over. 


The tires squeal, the car violently crashes into something, making my head spin and cut the air out of my 


lungs. | can't say anything, | can't scream. | can just sit in shock, while | hear Dave yell something. 


Then it all falls into endlessness. Cold, green darkness surrounds me and for a second everything seems normal. 


Then the glass breaks with a loud crack. 

Masses of water crash into the car, making it sink fast and filling my lungs, overcoming my breathing reflex 
and making me suffocate. | try to scream, | try to react, but | can't. My body and lungs burn like the coldest 
fire and black spots dance in front of my eyes. Half-conscious and enfeebled, l'm in no position to fight against 


the pressure on my chest. 


My body gets brutally thrown around like a puppet, the weight of the water pushing me downwards and 


surrounding me entirely with it's coldness. 
For a second, all emotions rush through me. Desperation, anger, fear. Endless fear. | don't want to die. Not now. 


Is this how it is going to end? 


Melancholy 
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Sharp, cold air bashes against my body as | get pulled out of the green depths and the ending, thrown onto a 
muddy, soft ground | gasp for air, breathing in manically, and can only lift myself a little bit before my 
stomach violently empties itself and | throw up all the water | swallowed. | writhe and pant heavily. 


| cough and desperately try to breathe steadily, but | only collapse on the ground, shaking heavily from not 
only the coldness on my wet skin, but also from the shock. My chest and throat hurt every time | breathe in 


and | clench my hands around my torso, shuddering. 


A sudden thought hits my mind and | pull myself off the ground hastily, coming onto my wobbly legs, turning 
around to face the lake. Davel, my mind screams and fear washes through me while | watch the slightly wavy 
water, terrified and feeling helpless. | can't do anything while Dave is drowning and | know that | can't rescue 


him. I'm just too weak in general to even carry him. 


Thoughts rush through my head, too fast to entirely get their meaning. | press one hand on my mouth and 


muffle a cry coming from my lips, staring at the water. 

Just do something], | think frantically, but I'm frozen. 

All of a sudden, the surface breaks open and two people appear, one of them seeming completely lifeless. Dave 
is as white as a sheet of paper, his lips almost blue and the red, wet hair sticks to his face as he gets lied on 
the ground. | drop to my knees but get distracted by a pair of hands urgently shoving me aside and giving a 
precise hit on his chest, then turning him around and letting him spit out all the water. 


Dave is barely conscious, he is choking faintly and completely limp. My eyes meet clear, blue ones. 


Without any word, James stands up, carrying Dave to his car. He leans him against the backseat and rushes to 
the trunk, taking a blanket and covering him. 


If he dies, it's all my fault. | press my ice cold palms against my eyes, shaking fiercely. Why did | have to 
convince him? It's my fault. Everything. 


A cold hand grabs mine and forces it off my face. It's not a gentle grip that yanks at my wrist, and | have to 


stand up, trying not to shake. He wants to head towards the car, but when | don't move, he stops and turns 
around. My whole body is tense and on the brink of bursting. He must have seen the blank look in my eyes and 
my trembling lips and his grip softens. 


He comes up to me and strokes my cheek, his cold fingers tracing my jaw. Go on, his eyes say. A shiver runs 
down my shoulders. | breathe heavily and look at him with wide eyes. He lets go of me and uses my confusion 


to drag me with him. 


| clench my teeth to prevent them from chattering while James pushes me into the car and gets in, 


immediately turning on the heater to the highest level and starting the car. 


His wet hair keeps falling into his eyes and he impatiently sweeps it our of his face. He is driving so fast that 


the outside world is just a blurred vision, whooshing over. 


Nothing gets said while James is aiming for the next hospital. Nothing has to be said. We both know that | am 
the guilty one. 


| just lower my head and knead my fingers with the hope to warm them a little bit. | look back at Dave. He is 
half leaning, half sitting on the seat, his eyes barely open and his fingers shaking like leaves. | want to reach 
back and to stroke him, but | can't overcome myself. I'm afraid that he wouldn't accept my touch and swat 


my fingers away. So | just cross my arms and gaze at my soggy shoes. 


There is an uncomfortable silence in the car. James sits completely straight, his body motionless. His eyes are 


the only vulnerable aspect of him. A drop of water rolls down his neck and he involuntary shudders. 


| can't force him to love me. I've been more or less aware of that, but it hits me right now. | can't force 


myself not to love him. But that's what I've known right from the beginning. 


Long, narrow hallways enlightened by white light that stings in the eyes and the unpleasant smell of hospitals. 
Disinfectant, rubber gloves and dry, dusty paper. Nurses and doctors passing from time to time, either talking 
innervated or reading medical files. A phone ringing every few minutes and the slamming of doors. 


| rub my hands, they're fairly dry now, and my hair is also starting to dry, too. They gave me a pill against 
the shock, which makes me slightly dizzy and feel like my body is forced to slow down, checked my body 


temperature and my general well-being. Same with James. 
Dave seems to be in a more critical condition. Due to the long time he stayed underwater he could now have 
serious brain damage as well as mischief with his lungs. | bite my bottom lip and my legs bob up and down. 


Restless, | wait for the doctor to finally come out and tell me that everything is alright, that Dave is fine. 


James sits beside me. He is ignoring me and looks exhausted, tired. It's not hardly surprising because he pulled 


two people out of a sinking car. | want to thank him, | want to apologize, | want to say so many things. But now 
that | have the chance, | stay silent. The words | worked out to say To him just vanished. 


"lm sorry.” 


My words were as imaginative as a cheesy TV-Romance. But they make him look at me. He eyes me carefully, 


before opening his mouth and speaking. 

"IFs okay. | couldn't just let you drown" 

| close my eyes. "That's not what | meant. I'm sorry for everything.” 

He looks on the ground and nods. Silence sinks down again and covers us like like a light layer of dust. 


| never wanted to hurt you", he says after a while and closes his hands around the tea cup in his hands. The 
dull pounding in my head intensifies. 


"| never wanted to approach you. | shouldn't have done it" It aches to say these words. But | cant deny him 


the truth. 

He opens his mouth but closes it again, he swallows. The tip of his shoe paints an invisible drawing on the shiny 
floor. Then he raises his hand and touches my shoulder. His fingers feel hot, even through the thick material 
of my shirt. 

"Jase-" 

The door gets opened and the doctor, called Noah Anderson, steps outside. James fittully lowers his arm and 
stands up to shake Doctor Anderson's hand. | swallow and also stand up. He adjusts his glasses and opens his 


mouth. 


"Is everything alright with Dave?", | ask before he can say anything. | want to see Dave so badly. | want to 
make certain that he is alright by myself. 


Doctor Anderson mildly smiles. "He is fine, but he is still in shock. We were more worried about his physical 


state, but we haven't found anything particular dangerous." 
| sigh in relief and feel a big weight falling off my shoulders. The doctor smiles at me. 
"You can go in now", he then says. 


l'm inside of the room within a split second. Dave sits on a chair and | run up to him and hug him. He hesitates 


for a moment but then wraps his arms around me too, standing up. | press myself against him. 


"Fuck, I'm so sorry. It was all my fault. I'm so fucking sorry, Dave", | murmur into his chest. His hands lightly 
stroke my back up and down, 


‘It's not your fault, | lost control. | was too pissed off." 

| shake my head and pull away. "I should've just told you." | look at him. He looks a lot better now, his cheeks 
are rosy and he is smiling. Joy floats through my body and | hug him again "Fuck, I'm so glad that you're 
alright. | thought | lost you." 


Dave opens his mouth to respond, and then he sees James. | turn around and look at him standing in the door 


frame. | look back at Dave. Many emotions reflect in his eyes. Gratefulness, sympathy and admiration 
"Thank you", Dave says. "Thank you for saving our lives." 
James just nods acknowledging his words, a little smile appearing on his lips. "Was the least | could do." 


An awkward silence where | let Dave go and watch as he takes his damp clothes. We go out of the room and 


walk down the hallway. 
"Shall | drop you off at your home?", James asks then. 


Dave nods. "That would be great." 


Dave thanks James for giving him a ride and gets out of the car. | hesitate for a moment, then get out too 
and approach him. He looks at me for a second, confused, and | hug him again. This time he responds 


immediately. 

"You're a fuck up, Princess", he whispers in my ear and | give him a sad smile. 

"Bye, Dave. Please don't ever scare me like that again" 

| don't have a car anymore, remember? I'll be fine. You'll be too. Bye, Jason 

He takes my shoulders and looks down at me. | take a breath and he smiles. Then he turns around, waves at 
James and heads for the house that is already covered in shadows. I'm almost too afraid to get back into the 


car. | collect myself and get back in. 


But | secretly hope that he will talk to me. That he will tell me, and that we would kiss, smile at each other 
and fall in love all over again. Because that is what defines us, right? No more falling into pieces. James drives 
out of the alley and goes straight for the main road. He knows where | live, he had dropped me off there 


multiple times. 


| catch him glancing at me for a second, he quickly focuses on the street again. There is this tension between 
us. We've both fucked things up. We fucked up because we didn't think, we felt. And apparently feeling 
something costs more than just your heart. Minutes pass. Minutes where nothing happens. So | guess we're 
done talking then. 

He stops the car in front of the house. | take a deep breath and thank him. Then | turn to open the door. 


"Jason." 


| freeze. My shoulders sink. | face him. His eyes are unsure. But they are soft and that makes my heart melt. 


It was that heartless Professor that | was angry at, that | cried about. Not his tender side. 
"Yeg?" 

He looks down for a moment, collecting himself. 

"l'm..fuck. I'm." He stops and runs his hand over his face. "lm sorry, too." 


| get back on my seat properly and prepare myself to ask again. But my thoughts get interrupted when his 


voice breaks the silence again. 
"She's pregnant." 


| takes me long to realize that. Mrs. Winters is pregnant? My eyes grow wide and | stare at him, disbelieving 
what he just said. 


"But.how?", | finally manage to gasp, gripping tight onto the edges of the seat. 
"Before.'us', we went out for dinner once. And it just happened. | was drunk and didn't think" 
He leans forward until his forehead rests against the wheel. 


"She knew it all the time, she's not dumb. That's why she tried to hit on me. And as soon as | showed the 
tinyiest bit of affection, she told me that she will have a baby." 


Mrs. Winters. Pregnant. With James’ child. | grab the edged tighter. That can't be possible. It can't: 
"That's why | left you..precipitately. | didn't have time to process that, | had to act." 
It hits me hard. 


"Why couldn't you just tell me?", | ask, my voice trembling. His eyes shine in the dark as he looks at me. 


"You would've wanted to carry on. You're always so hopeful. But | just knew that | couldn't leave Dora alone." 
"And then you left me." 

A shaky breath. "| never wanted to leave you." 

"But still you did. You also never wanted to hurt me, but you did’, | shakily state. Then | start to chew on my 
lip again and lower my gaze. Recalling that day isn't exactly comfortable and talking about it is even more 
uncomfortable. | blink a few times but that doesn't prevent my eyes from burning. 

"| had no choice." He lifts himself up again and turns to me. 


"You had." 


He reaches out and slowly takes my tense hand off the seat. | shudder at the sudden contact. His slightly 


rough skin smooths over mine and | look at our hands. They still fit together. 


"| felt like shit after that. | hated myself so much. All | wanted to do, was to come after you and calm you, 


reassure you and | couldn't. Because | knew that it wouldn't change anything.’ 


His thumb caresses the back of my hand. My breath is unsteady and | have to control myself not to squeeze 
his hand tightly. 


"And every single time you asked me ‘Why?*, | dissociated from the truth. | saw you cry. Being the one that 
caused you such feelings, it broke my heart. That is my fault, and I'm so sorry for that.” 


| lightly shook my head. "If | wouldn't have kissed you at first, all of that wouldve never happened" 

His other hand cups my cheek and | look up at him. 

"All the time | spent with you was the happiest time of my life. Every single day. Please don't forget that.” 

| shortly lean into his touch before | gently slide his hand of my cheek and let go of his hand. | can't bear the 
closeness, it hurts just like the distance. If he comes closer now, we will both leave with the same longing that 
we had before our first kiss. Because we would want more. 

"Do you love her?", | ask. Our glances cross. He sighs. 


"She is there for me, she is gentle and kind. Nothing like | thought of her before. | like her. But not more." 


Entire darkness surrounds us now. | have to think of the day we spent on the meadow in the park. These are 


the memories | want to remember and to save. The memories | will recall when | feel like my dusty mind is 


crashing down and needs to come together again. 


"l'Il leave. Even though | don't want to", | say lugubriously. My whole body screams and fights a war against 


my mind. 

James doesn't say anything, but his eyes tell me all | need to know. 

"| don't want to part in melancholy’, | then state. 

His eyes are vulnerable, blue orbs, shimmering with sadness and guilt. | don't want him to feel guilty. 


"With which feeling should we part then? Is there anything else left?", he quietly asks. We can't pretend to 


break up in happiness. | don't have an answer for this question. 
"Are we good now?", | ask instead. My heart pounds, it disagrees with my words. I'm not good with it. | want to 
stay with him, | want to fulfill my deepest dreams and imaginations. All with him. Still that's not enough, l'm not 


enough. 


But that's probably our fate. We were made for falling in love and healing each other; yet we parted with 


more scars than before. And maybe that's what makes us survive. 

"Yes, we're good." 

| take a deep breath and nod at him. | don't want to go. Hope is a slowly dying flame. 

His hand catches mine again. He gives me a look | can't judge. Then he leans in, barely touching my lips. His 
unsteady breath creeps over my skin and makes it tingle. He locks our lips for the last time. It burns and 
stains mine, but | give in to the bittersweet taste with a choked sound. His cheeks are wet. The kiss is short 
and we slowly part. James' head drops on my shoulder. | don't dare to move. He crooks his head and | feel his 


lips nudging my neck. 


"James, let go", | whisper. It's easier this way. Some people think that holding on is what makes us strong, what 
makes us humans. But it's letting go that gives us strength. 


| get out of the car. Before | can close the door, his voice pervades the nightly air once again and burns itself 
into the depths of my emotions. 


"Jason, l.l", he swallows nervously. No, don't say it out loud. Please don't. He couldn't confess these words to 


me, also couldn't admit them to himself without ripping the burning wounds further open. 
He shakes his head and looks down. "Goodnight. Sleep well." 


| close my eyes and wipe a single tear off my cheek. No more crying. Then | slam the door and walk up to the 


house. 


| hear the car drive off and suddenly my legs get weak, | sink on the ground. The thought is unfamiliar and 
unwelcome. That it's over. That it will never happen again. That all is gone now. It seems almost surreal that | 
can never look at him the same way. Its me realizing the truth, that the pain won't go away. | close my eyes 


and let the cold wind caress my face, hiding from the light. 


It is better to face the bitter truth at night, daylight only makes it more visible. 


The more way that distances Jason and |, the more my heart gets torn apart. But | know that | wouldn't 


endure a reencounter. 


| understand that we can't go on. | understand that we had to part. But understanding doesn't make the pain go 


away, it magnifies it. 


He was the one that made my world fluctuate, that made my mind shine and he held my heart in his bare 


hands. There was no one else but Jason, and | lost him. 


Something inside of me gets smashed as my brain understands what my heart refuses to realize. | lost Jason 
Every single thought of him is a tear that rolls down my cheeks and makes my sight blurry. And with every 
single tear | let go of him. 


"Jason, | love you." My whisper fades in the dark, nowhere will this ever be heard again My hands clench 
around the wheel, gripping it so tightly that it hurts. | will get home, and | will let go, but won't forget. | wipe 
my wet cheeks and hold back a pained sob. My heart stutters. 


According to science, you can't fall in love with somebody you barely know. 


According to psychologists, after 4 months of falling for somebody your hidden feelings are in fact true and 


certain. 


According to poets, people always fall in love with something or somebody they can't have. And people love the 
forbidden fruit. 


According to me, too much of anything is not healing. It slowly clenches into guts and makes people lovers, until 


both worlds collide and break more with every step taken forward. Too much of anything is not healing, | now 


know that. But | love Jason too much. 


the end 


